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CHAPTER  THE  FHIST 

The  Letter 

here^yorittr\l- 1'**  ^''  dearth,  and 
««c  IS  your  letter,  a  thick  one  too  as  it  nn,»i,+ 

that  iwLTo,^°''A*^'''-,'^''  **'  lo-Jy  k-ow 
and  now  wm  »i«i^r,v;    u    i   7  ^®  "®'  letter, 

two''m^h^.'"'^r*'^  *«»n  J'ome  for  nearly 
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writing  of  Benny;  then  because  he  was  the 
youngest,  and  also  the  very  dearest  of  the 
home  brood,  she  started  by  reading  his  letter : 

*Dear  Olive, — If  you  don-t  come  home 
soon,  I  shall  forget  what  you  are  like,  and  I*m 
«ure  you  won't  know  me  either,  for  I'm  nearly 
as  big  as  Bluey,  and  twice  as  strong.  But 
when  father  gets  all  that  money,  I  expect  you 
will  come  home  to  live  always. 

•Your  loving  Benny.* 

•  Oh,  the  darling,  what  a  charming  letter  I ' 
she  murmured,  pressing  her  lips  to  the  very 
biggest  blot,  while  her  eyes  grew  suddenly 
misty.  '  But  what  does  he  mean  about  money  ? 
Oh,  I  wonder,  has  father's  book  been  accepted  ? ' 

She  turned  over  the  enclosures  in  a  flutter  of 
agitation:  Gretchen's  letter,  a  scrap  from 
Dora,  a  roughly  drawn  map  dotted  with  crosses 
in  red  and  blue,  and  a  big  sheet  closely  filled 
with  her  father's  small  neat  writing  which  was 
such  a  joy  to  read,  and  which  she  now  began 
with  avidity — 

*  My  darling  Olive,— I  am  in  sight  of  im- 
mense riches.  And  standing  as  it  were  on  the 
threshold  of  great  wealth,  I  am  hastening  to 
tell  you  about  it,  because  you  have  always 
been  my  confidante,  and  have  never  dis- 
appointed me  but  once,  which  was  at  the 
first,  when  instead  of  the  son  I  longed  for, 
you  turned  out  to  be  just  a  girl.  A  fortnight 
ago  I  foTmd  a  man  almost  dead  on  the  Tayu 
trail.    I  brought  him  home  and  thawed  him 
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C'  hfdtj^T  *°°  '"  8one  to  recover.    Be- 

the  blue^o^  toe    '?^*^'7«ney  marked  "^th 

that  not  ^  KTo^Stli'  '"  "i?'  'Sundance. 

can  equalT  K^v^S  ^Tf"  ^'^^ 
autumn,  but  remIinedi7.S^  •  !  P'^*  '^ 
there  a^  nSes^S  .?^  '""**''  ^"^"^ 
only  be  crZS  when  tlf  '  ""'^ses,  which  can 

stayed  a«  uZJh  the*^?^^-,  ^hyhe 
inff  hanlr  wK^^  *i!    i   winter,  instead  of  com- 

once,  he  seemed  too'L  J^^o  tdl  mT  p*^ 
It  means  that  I  must  setTrfftf  ™*-    ^"* 

Tai^ef^f^r^-^^^^-to'Vr^ 

rf;^sSte°«f"^'^^- 

post  f   If  I  ?»™  »K    ^  ^°""s  by  return  of 

with  less  ^t^tmZ  Se*  'l"''^'  «°^ 
the  sooner  I  shaS  »Jl-  »  «'°°""  ^  s*"*, 
it  be  fum.y  ?o  ha^?  «*  "ffluence.  Won't 
father  ?^d  oh  mv  H  "i^°'"^F^  fo'  your 
times  you  shaU  aU  L»f  °i?'  ''^**  S'""""" 
The  pSor  b?ok  ^  ^?  "'"k"  ^  ««*  "<*  • 
pubUshed  th»- wTmi^  .'  '*?"'=*  °*  ''«™S 

shaU  we  sfy^a  ntw  ^;ij*  «°'  !i."«''  '^ea,  or 
ence  of  the  soIm  »« 1n^U'^*^*°8  *»>«  M"- 
the  earth,  bu?  mo^f 't"hf t^'S"""* ""^  "''°' 
*  Your  loving  father, 

'  Jacob  Scabth.' 
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*  So  it  isn't  the  book  after  all,  but  only  a 

Sold  find  1 '  exclaimed  Olive  to  herself  in  deep 
isappdntment.  Then  the  happy  smiles  f adea 
from  her  face,  and  a  look  of  care  settled  there, 
making  her  appear  suddenly  older. 

She  was  thmking  of  the  money  her  father 
wanted  to  borrow.  If  she  sent  it,  she  would 
not  be  able  to  go  home  this  year  for  tiie 
summer  vacation. 

Once  before  the  money  had  been  saved,  and 
then  it  had  been  needed  for  Dora,  who  went 
in  for  a  scholarship  examination,  and  failed  to 
get  it.  only  just  scraping  throush  with  a 
teaching  certificate,  lliis  time  the  money 
had  be^  saved  by  the  severest  economy ;  she 
had  bought  nothing  for  herself,  except  a  pair  of 
stout  b<x)ts,  and  part  of  her  boara  had  been 
worked  out  in  plain  sewing,  done  out  of  school 
hours. 

However,  there  was  no  use  in  sighing.  It 
was  a  real  privilege  to  help  her  dear  home- 
people,  and  of  course  it  would  be  truly  deliffht- 
nil  if  her  father  did  make  a  great  gold  find. 

But  the  if  was  such  a  big  one,  and  there  had 
he&i  so  man^r  ifs  of  a  similar  kind  in  the  past, 
that  Olive  might  be  forgiven  her  lack  of  faith 
in  the  new  venture. 

She  darned  a  good  many  sober  thoughts 
into  the  stockings  of  the  young  Baldwins  that 
evening,  and  neither  Dora's  newsy  letter  nor 
the  love  in  Gretchen's  untidy  scrawl  could 
banish  the  doud  hanging  over  her  spirits. 

A  night's  rest  did  much  towards  driving 
away  the  bitter  home-sickness,  and  she  awoke 
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rain  waTMafaTth.  ».^''  '^""  °'  '^nd  wd 

three  weeks  K^it,  ''uZu  HmJ^"  '^ 
nMrveUous  that  thr  I^.Jf^  J^""*    ^*  "m 

up  to  Hedway  Falli^nfriff*  ***  Journey 
in  the  rivw  Dinin„^^  •  «»>ount  of  ide 
boat  anS^  STh^h*'  '^*?  """"hs  the 
broughttr^n  "htdtfed^^^Sr  S,"*" 

•»SK'rt''^M-'«^ 

arranjre  Ibonf   «f«ir^    ?  ***!   P^^^t  office  to 
dou£.Ji'r4eh"S*^-Sk^*^»  «>e  fifty 

a  week  to  eZe  ^"  out^hig  mafl  for 

shI  ^  W^  *'di^i  !L"*  "^"^  **»  time  ?  ■ 
her  fatheTw^^^dtW  hS""  "  *°  '""'* 

butiSiSTasl'^'S?'-  f^"tr*  "»ta  noon, 
house.  y^bTlJtXj!^  bdow  the  sehoot 

low  Tat  the  LpSfa  wS  ffrS'Af**^?  ~ 
would  run  aeroui^S  if  h-.  ^  "5^^  *«  '^'««* 
said  theptSZr  J,l  ^^'^  ^  ^  time,' 
keeper,  P°*"""«t«''  'bo  was  also  general  sto^ 
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*  That  it  a  bad  place  for  a  jam  surely.'  A 
look  of  concern  crept  Into  Olive's  face;  she 
had  always  thouffht  tha.  the  schoolhouse 
stood  too  close  to  the  river  for  safety,  and  now 
that  so  much  ice  and  snow  were  melting,  the 
danger  of  a  flood  was  consequently  much 
greater. 

*I  don't  fancy  the  jam  will  make  much 
difference,  all  the  while  the  one  above  holds,' 
answered  the  man.  *  You  see,  there  is  a  jam 
just  bdow  the  falls,  and  that  is  keeping  the 
water  back ;  if  that  were  to  give  way  before 
this  lower  one,  I'll  admit  there  might  be  mis- 
chief, but  they  are  going  to  try  getting  this  one 
dear  away  some  time  to-day,  uien  everything 
will  be  safe.' 

Olive  nodded  in  entire  agreement  with  this 
theory,  then  went  back  to  get  her  breakfast, 
tlhinlfiTig  a  great  deal  more  about  her  father's 
possible  disappointment  in  not  getting  the 
money,  than  she  did  about  the  likdihood  of  the 
wrong  jam  giving  way  first.  It  was  so  near 
to  school  time,  that  breakfast  had  to  be  a  very 
hasty  affair,  and  then  she  hurried  off  to  school, 
with  the  letter  from  home  still  in  her  pocket, 
although  it  had  been  her  intention  to  leave  it 
lodged  up  in  her  trunk  at  Mrs.  Baldwin's  house. 

Very  few  children  could  get  to  school  this 
morning.  The  ten  from  over  the  river  were  all 
missing,  and  instead  of  the  thirty-two,  whose 
names  were  on  the  roll,  there  were  only  four- 
teen to  line  up,  when  Olive  called  the  register. 

It  was  a  poor  school,  and  badly  found.  But 
the  managers  did  not  trouble  themsdves  about 
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dren  m  the  sparsdy  populated  district, 
in  the  pauses  of  her  mominff's  work  Olive 

^^Tu^^  "?  J'^M  ««d  took  up  so  much 
until  tne  noon  recess.  -^ 

The  tempest  wind  roared  round  the  little 
schoolhouse  the  rain  pelted  again:rt  the  ^n! 
do^  and  Olive  c«uldlSintIy  gear  the  sh^te 
tl^Jt  J^;  ^^  *^*  ?*^**  °*'  ^^"^  Wows,  as 

2;7r  ^1  ^^m  *d\^  ^rthf^^  ^i^ 

With  the  raw  right-angled  log-jam  at  the  end  t  * 

the  nver  is  coming  iown  In  flood/  called  a  boy 
wn^e  seat  was  down  near  to  the  door.  ^ 
nf^T  *"™«d  sharply  just  as  a  brown  line 
of  wet  crept  under  tte  badly  fitting  door,  and 
8l»dswiftiy  across  the  dusty  W. 
mo«^     r].!?^*^  ^^'«^»  »n  a  calm  voice  of  com- 

^H  fk  1^  ^^V^""  '^^^^  *»^  «>ats,  children, 
and  the  boys  who  are  big  enough  must  carn^ 
the  little  ones  through  the  water.»  ^ 

She  T7ent  herself  to  help  in  the  hasty  robing 
but  before  the  first  coat  was  buttoned,  there 

building,  and  made  the  windows  rattle. 
Ihe  children  shrieked  with  fear,  and  the 
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little  ones  clunff  about  her,  fobbing  in  their 
terror,  and  imploring  her  to  take  them  home. 
She  tried  to  comfort  them,  to  assure  them  that 
they  were  in  nc  danger,  and  would  be  safely 
through  the  flood  in  a  few  minutes.  But  she 
had  to  do  her  talking  mostly  by  gestures  now, 
because  of  the  banging  and  the  crashing  of  ice 
and  timber  against  the  Lwl  ^  ooden  walk  of  the 
schoolhouse. 

She  mounted  the  little  ones  on  the  backs  of 
the  biffger  ones,  and  carrying  poor  Hugh  Baldwin 
herself  because  he  was  a  cnpple,  and  not  able 
to  struggle  i'or  himself,  she  marshalled  her 
little  force  into  nn^w*hmg  order. 

"  Now  we  are  ready.  1  will  go  first,and  we 
must  all  cling  together;  then  if  one  is  swept  off 
his  feet,  we  can  pull  him  up  agahi,'  she  said 
encouragingly;  then  all  din^png  together,  they 
moved  across  the  floor,  where  the  water  was 
now  ankle  deep,  to  the  door. 

But  alas,  and  alas,  it  opened  outwards,  and 
although  she  puDed  and  tugged  with  all  her 
might,  never  an  inch  could  she  get  it  opened. 
It  was  jammed  fast  with  the  ice  or  logs  outside 
and  the  water  in  the  schoolhouse  was  now 
almost  to  her  knees. 

•The  door  is  jammed  fast;  we  shall  have  to 
sec  if  we  can  cet  out  of  the  wmdows,*  she  said, 
forcing  herself  to  speak  in  a  cheerful,  matter- 
of-fact  sort  of  tone,  which  instantly  cahned 
the  panic  of  the  children. 

Perching  Hugh  on  a  desk,  she  dragged 
another  desk,  long  and  heavy,  under  the 
wmdows  on  the  side  of  the  school  farthest  from 
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tlw  river,  and  mounting  on  to  it.  took  a  Wir 
-^ide  to  Bee  what'^ere  theS  X.^^^ 

But  the  schooUiouie  was  an  iiland  in  a  vnat 
lake,  where  sheets  of  ice,  and  l^or  UiS  I^ 
miU  careered  round  and  roun^^c^irf^  "to 
each  other,  and  grinding  against^  ^ 
wooden  walls,  with  %  forS  ^khmiS?  th^ 

Away  m  the  distance  she  could  hear  the 
shouts  and  cries  of  the  men.  who,  at  the^sk  of 
J^Z  ^l^  u^  "^^  **  ^o'k  tiding  to  "reil 

'It  IS  only  a  case  of  waitiiuj.  children.'  .h. 
said   drawing  her  head  in  frS.  tbe^d* 

ta,f  &^  ^^^  "Pi^«  group  ouK: 
ing,  tOTifled  children.    Then  she  damb^ 

down  from  her  perch,  and  with  the  hdTomS 

fcl.M^"'  -^^^  *«  desk.  tST^e  : 

solid  platform  vadSr  the  windows:  on  thTtnn 

of  these  were  hoisted   the  f^   .S  Z 

children  were  packed  on  to  ttTton^f  »w! 

ncketty  eminen'ce.  for  the  wato  on%ie  fl^ 

was  now  WMst  high,  and  stiU  nW  "~' 

Olive  made  the  bigger  children  takp  ■>  s„ 

tan.  to  lean  out  of  the  Endows.  ydHn^r  hll^ 

fil  ^u^  no  voice  left  for  shoutinf  her^' 

^d  she  was  fully  occupied  in  comTMtine  ISe* 

poor  frightened  mites,  iJho  wailed  aSd  waUed 
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*  Ii  it  poenble  that  neople  have  forgotten  the 
Bchoolhouie  f  *  ihe  is  asking  herself,  in 
growing  apprehension,  as  she  tried  hard  to  keep 
her  teeth  irom  chattering,  and  to  maintain 
her  face  serene.  *  But  no,  the  women  would 
not  forget,  though  the  men  working  in  fear  of 
their  lives  on  the  jam  might  not  remember.' 

*  Teacher,  teacher,  there's  a  boat  over  there 
by  the  maple  trees,  and  it  is  coming  this  way  1 ' 
shouted  a  Dd^;  then  he  began  waving  his  arms 
out  of  the  wmdow,  yelling  hurrah  at  the  top 
of  his  voice,  the  others  joining  in  with  lusty 
cries  of  iubilation.  But  there  was  only  one 
boat,  ana  fourteen  children  Lad  to  be  saved. 
Could  they  all  be  got  off  in  time  ? 

Olive  Euiivered  as  a  1(»  struck  the  window 
on  the  c  )po8ite  side  of  '!ie  room,  crashing 
through  glass  and  framework,  and  cannoning 
against  the  stove-pipe. 

The  children  paid  no  hf*^  to  this  fresh 
-disaster.  They  were  all  iiitently  watching 
the  approaching  boat,  and  debating  who  would 
be  taken  off  first. 

'  The  youngest  will  go  first,  of  course,'  said 
Olive,  in  a  tone  of  calm  finality  against  which 
there  could  be  no  appeal;  and  lifting  the  small- 
est child  in  her  arms,  she  waited  in  readiness 
to  drop  it  into  the  boat. 

*It  IS  Nicky  Trent  who  is  rowing,'  piped 
Hugh  Baldwin,  in  his  shrill  voice,  *and  he 
has  ffot  that  leaky  old  boat  of  Luke  Fraser's ; 
it  wOl  be  like  making  a  voyiige  in  a  cabbage- 
strainer  to  go  far  in  that  thiig.' 

Olive's  face  whitened;   the  dunger  of  the 
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ehjldren  wag  plainly  not  over  yet,  and  the  must 
lafeguard  them  as  much  as  she  could. 

*How  many  can  you  take  at  once?'  .  3 
caUed  out,  as  Nicky  carefully  backed  his  boat 
in  under  the  window. 

•  Five,  fix,  if  they  are  little  ones;  but  she  is 
lettuiff  water  a  bit,  and  there  must  be  some  one 
to  b^,*  he  answered;  and  just  then  the  boat 
buinped  aaainst  the  schoolhouse  wall. 

♦  Five  T^  c^sped  Olive,  for  there  were  five 
small  children  under  seven,  and  Hugh  Baldwin 
a  cripple.  Then  she  made  up  her  mind  in  a 
hurry,  as  she  carefully  lowered  the  mite  she 
was  holding  into  the  boat.  •You  will  take 
the  babies  this  time,  and  Hughie  will  go  with 
you  to  bail.' 

*  No,  MO,  I  would  rather  wait  and  -to  with 
you,  please,  teacher;  I*d  be  atraid  if  you  were 
not  there,*  pleaded  Hughie,  seizing  Olive's 
drenched  skirt,  and  shaking  it  vigorously. 

J  ?"*^*  Hughie,  you  must  go  for  my  sake, 
laddie;  it  will  be  harder  forme  if  I  have  you  to 
look  after,'  she  whispered  in  his  ear,  as  she 
stooped  to  pass  another  baby  down  to  Nicky 
Trent.  This  was  a  sturdy  toddler  of  five, 
who  kicked,  fought,  and  scratched  with  great 
vigour,  under  the  impression  that  he  was  to  be 
drowned  straight  off. 

Olive  had  used  the  only  argument  which  had 
any  weight  with  Hughie;  and  although  there 
was  a  piteous  look  on  his  upturned  face  when 
she  lowered  him  into  the  boat,  he  made  no 
further  protest,  but  started  bailing  the  water 
with  Nicky's  old    leather  hat  as  the  loaded 
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craft  set  out  on  its  perilous  return  voya^. 
Those  left  behind  grouped  doser  about  01iye» 
who  felt  as  if  half  her  burden  were  lifted  now 
that  the  small  children  were  oft  her  hands. 
But  it  was  a  long  waiting  before  the  boat  came 
back,  and  all  the  while  the  water  was  still 
rising. 

*  Here  it  comes !  *  shouted  a  boy,  as  for  the 
second  time,  Nicky  Trent  came  into  view,  round- 
ing the  comer  by  the  maples.  There  was  only 
a  very  weak  and  quavering  hurrah  sent  up 
this  time  for  they  were  too  cold  and  wet  for 
shoutmg  now;  moreover,  the  schoolhouse  was 
giving  ominous  signs  of  collapse. 

'  I  can  only  take  five  this  time,  because  they 
are  bigger,*  said  Nicky,  m  a  rather  breathless 
fashion,  for  he  had  been  putting  his  whole 
strength  into  the  work  of  rescue,  and  was  per- 
spiring violently,  though  he  was  coatless  and 
wet  as  water  could  make  him.  Then  as  Olive 
lowered  the  third  girl  from  the  window  into  the 
boat,  he  said  in  an  urgent  tone,  *  Do  you  come 
this  time.  Miss  Scarth,  and  leave  the  boys 
to  come  last.  They  can  shift  for  themselves 
on  bits  of  boards  and  that  sort  of  thing  if 
the  building  goes  to  pieces;  but  you  are  dif- 
ferent.* 

*  I  shall  not  go  until  the  last,*  she  answered 
shortly,  then  made  Bobby  and  Joe  Smith 
crowd  in  with  the  girls. 

Nicky  said  no  more  to  urge  her  to  leave,  but 
as  he  was  rowing  away  he  shouted  bacl^  *  Chuck 
the  benches  out  of  the  window,  and  get  afloat 
on  *em ;  the  old  shanty  is  going  to  pieces  I  * 
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Putting  out  aU  her  strenffth,  Olive,  with 
the  hdp  of  the  boys,  slid  one  of  the  school  forms 
out  of  the  window,  and  assisting  two  of  the 
boys  on  to  it,  as  it  floated  legs  upwards,  she  gave 
them  a  push  which  sent  them  dear  of  the 
schoolhouse.  Now  there  were  only  herself 
and  Neal  Dobson  left,  and  they  set  to  work 
gettmg  another  form  through  the  window  as 
quickly  as  possible;  but  with  only  one  hdper. 
Ohve  found  it  a  fearfuUy  difficult  task. 

At  last  it  was  out,  and  then  gripping  the 
Tnndow-frame  with  one  hand,  with  the  other 
she  helped  Neal  to  get  astride  the  form. 

*  All  right,  teacher,  Tm  there!'  he  ex- 
daimed,  and  then  there  was  a  fearful  crash 
somewhere  behind,  the  schoolhouse  tottered, 
reeling  as  if  for  coUapse,  and  reaUzing  that  the 
boy  s  one  chance  of  escape  lay  in  getting  dear 
away  before  the  shingles  slid  down  upon  him, 
Ohve  gave  the  form  a  great  push,  which  sent 
It  bobbmg  out  over  the  water.  It  was  caught 
m  a  current  then,  and  whirled  along  at  a  great 
pace. 

*  Teacher,  teacher,  you'll  be  drowned  I ' 
shrieked  Neal,  when  he  saw  that  he  was  drift- 
mg  too  far  away  for  Olive  to  get  out  on  to  his 
form. 

Better  one  than  two,'  she  called  back,  but 
her  words  were  drowned  m  the  noise  of  another 
^h,  as  half  the  roof  slid  down  mto  the  water, 
llien  Neal,  looking  round,  gave  an  exceedingly 
bitter  cry,  for  Olive  had  disappeared  from  the 
wmdow. 


CHAPTER  THE  SECOND 

The  Rescue 

When  the  Pluth  came  up  the  river  on  the 
previous  day,  she  had  among  her  half-dozen 
passengers  a  quiet-looking  young  Englishman, 
who  was  going  up  to  Skagway  by  the  Portland 
Lanal.  He  came  ashore  at  Redway  Falls, 
^d  was  standmg  with  several  more  people  by 
the  doop  of  the  store,  when  the  captain,  who 
had  been  handing  over  the  mails,  sauntered 
out  to  the  entrance,  and  asked  one  of  the 
bystanders  where  Mr.  Jules  Webling  lived,  as 
he  had  a  private  parcel  for  him,  which  had 
been  sent  up  from  Vancouver  City. 

No  one  answered,  because  no  one  knew,  and 
the  <»ptam  had  to  turn  back  into  the  store 
with  his  question,  the  quiet  young  man  follow- 
ing un  .oticed. 

Webling,  Webling  ? » the  storekeeper's  tone 
was  a  tnfle  dubious.  *0h,  I  know  who  you 
mean;  it  is  that  hired  man  of  Foster's,  only  he 
IS  mostly  caUed  Shucks  round  here,  because  he 
doesnt  appear  to  be  over  fond  of  work.  I 
expect  he  wiU  be  along  presently ;  he  looks  in 
for  a  chat  most  evenings,  and  ttiere  is  sure  to 
be  a  bit  of  a  crowd  later,  as  it  is  mail  night.* 
HaviM  heard  so  much,  the  quiet  stranger 
dropped  into  the  background,  only  he  did  not 
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leave  the  store,  remaining  there  the  entire 
evening,  seated  unobtrusively  in  a  corner. 
When  the  Pluck  made  her  hurried  retreat 
down  the  shrinking  waters  of  the  river,  there 
was  one  passenger  who  was  left  behind,  and 
that  was  the  quiet  stranger. 

No  one  took  much  notice  of  him,  or  won- 
dered why  he  was  there,  for  every  man  about 
th  place  was  busy  at  the  jam,  and  doing  his 
level  best  to  help  in  clearing  away  the  ob- 
struction. 

It  was  not  until  the  upper  jam  had  given 
w^  with  such  disconcerting  suddenness,  letting 
a  flood  of  waters  down  upon  the  ricketty  old 
schoolhouse,  that  the  men  even  remembered  the 
children's  danger.  Even  then  it  did  not  occur 
to  them  how  serious  the  situation  was  rapidly 
becoming.  Nicky  Trent  was  told  off  to  take 
Fraser's  boat,  and  bring  the  children \  home. 
Some  one  remarked  that  it  looked  as  if  there 
would  be  a  school  holiday  to-morrow,  and  then 
they  all  turned  their  attentic  i  to  the  jam  again. 

But  by  this  tune  the  fears  of  the  women  weie 
aroused,  and  some  of  them  gathered ,  in  a 
knot  on  the  edge  of  the  flood,  anxiously  await- 
ing the  return  of  Nicky  with  the  first  boat-load 
of  children. 

It  was  then  that  the  stranger  left  by  the 
Pluck  hove  upon  the  scene.  He  had  been 
wandering  round  since  early  morning,  and 
appeared  to  have  sustained  some  damage  to 
his  face,  for  a  handkerchief  showing  a  lurid  red 
stain  was  bound  across  one  cheek  and  a  part  of 
his  forehead.    But  he  said  it  was  a  matter  of 
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no  importance,  in  response  to  Mrs.  Baldwin's 
kindly  inquiry  as  to  his  hurts. 

Just  then  Nicky  came  back  with  his  cargo  of 
frightened,  sobbing  children,  and  Hughie  Bald- 
win cned  out  in  shrill  terror,  *  Mother,  mother, 
teacher  is  going  to  be  drowned,  and  aU  the 
others  with  her  I ' 

•  Nicky  IVcnt,  do  you  mean  to  teU  me  that 
you  have  left  my  two  poor  boys  to  drown  ?  * 
shrieked  Mrs.  Smith,  an  excitable  lushwoman, 
casting  herself  upon  the  unfortunate  Nicky 
as^iishe  would  rend  him  limb  from  limb. 

:niey  won't  be  drowned,  not  if  I  can  help  it  : 
but  I  shall  have  to  make  two  more  journeys, 
and  I  m  afraid  the  schoolhouse  won't  hold  out ' 
he  said  gruffly,  stripping  off  his  coat,  and 
scrambling  into  the  leakv  old  boat  again. 

Mrs.  Smith  began  shrieking  that  her  children 
were  going  to  be  drowned  before  her  eyes,  which 
was  a  stretch  of  imagination,  as  the  school- 
house  was  not  visible  from  that  point.    But  the 
stranger  asked  for  another  boat,  saying  that 
he  could  row,  and  would  go  to  the  rescue. 
* ,  ^^^e  isn't  another  boat  handy  that  I  know 
of,    said  Mrs.  Baldwin  anxiously.     *  You  see 
they  are  mostly  laid  up  for  the  winter,  and 
woidd  take  hours  to  get  out  and  caulk  up.' 

But  surely  there  must  be  somethmg,  some 
old  canoe,  or  even  a  washing  tub?  Quick 
remember  there  are  lives  in  peril  out  yonder  1 ' 
and  the  stranger  made  an  impatient  movement 
as  If  he  would  like  to  shake  the  information  out 
of  her. 

'Sure  an  there's  Mike's  dug-out,  but  it's 
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h^r7i2  ^'^^vi*  '*"^'  '^  ^^^  gentleman  would 
*  Of  course  I  wiU  help  you.    Come  alonw. 

hLnTtiV*i^  \  ""1  ^^^^^^  ^-  ^^5^y  by?ge 

l?,e  Him  n^  f""  ""^^^A  women  panting  after  them, 
l^e  dug-out  was  dragged  forth,  a  pair  of  oars 
were  produ^  from  somewhere,  and  the 
craft  was  ready  to  start  by  the  time  that  Nicky 
amyed  m  sight  with  his  second  cargo,  his  boat 

were  all  bailmg  as  fast  as  they  could. 

f v.,.Y^  ^^*^  ^ '  '^°^*^^  Nicky.  •  There  are 
three  more  young  ones  and  Miss  Scarth  to  be 
taken  off,  and  the  schoolhouse  is  breaking  up 
fast.  I  m  afraid  we Ve  got  our  hands  fiA  to 
save  tnem. 

No  need  to  teU  him  to  make  haste;  the 
stranger  was  forcing  Mike's  old  dug-out  through 
«?~r^»f'  ^*  2  '^^^  ^^^^^  «^«^ed  that  he  hid 
hp.^ff\if''^  judgment  too.  Turning  the 
bend  by  the  maple  trees,  he  heard  the  shouts  of 
the  boys,  and  looking  over  his  sho-Jder.  he 
f^w  r^  ""^  *^^  schoolhouse  roof  slide  into 
the  water  saw  also  the  white-faced  girl  at  the 
window  disappear  from  view,  and  then  his 
speed  quickened  stiU  more. 

noul^  ^^fu"*  *^®  ^""y^  *fl^^*  on  the  form,  and 
cdled  to  them  to  stick  tight,  as  they  would  be 
picked  up  later.  Then  he  shouted  a  word  of 
encouragement  to  Neal  Dobsci,  whose  form 
had  fo-^<»d  a  lot  of  -awmiU  logs? 

N         mmd  me,'  caUed  back  Neal,  trying 


24     A  Girl  of  the  Northland 

to  look  as  if  he  liked  it.    *  Teacher  is  in  there ; 
get  her  out  if  you  can.* 

The  stranger  nodded,  then  worked  the  dug- 
out round  to  the  other  side  of  the  schooUiouse, 
where  the  current  was  strong  as  a  mill  race, 
and  peered  into  the  ruin. 

At  first  he  could  see  no  sign  of  life,  and  he 
cried  out  sharply,  *  Anyone  there  ?  ' 

*Yes,*  responded  a  faint  voice.  *Make 
haste ;  I  can't  hold  on  much  longer.' 

*  I  should  think  not  1 '  muttered  the  stranger 
in  pure  amazement,  for  he  had  just  caught 
sight  of  a  figure  hanging  from  the  cross  beam  of 
the  building ;  then  hunching  his  back  to  bear 
the  force  of  the  impact,  he  sent  the  dug-out 
tlirough  the  window-frame. 

liut  the  window  was  narrow,  and  the  dug- 
out was  broad,  and  the  force  he  had  put 
into  his  endeavour  caused  the  boat  to  stick 
fast  in  the  framework  of  the  window,  so  that 
in  spite  of  all  his  efforts  he  could  not  dislodge  it. 

Shipping  his  oars,  he  kicked  off  his  boots, 
and  plunging  into  the  water  inside  the  school- 
house,  he  swam  under  the  beam  from  which 
Olive  was  hanging  by  her  arms,  because  she  had 
not  been  able  to  swing  herself  to  any  more  easy 
position  when  the  fall  of  the  roof  knocked  the 
frail  platform  from  under  her  feet. 

'Let  go  and  drop;  I  will  catch  you,'  said 
the  unknown  curtly. 

Olive  obeyed  him  without  protest  or  delay, 
just  because  she  could  not  hold  on  any  longer ; 
and  letting  go  her  bold,  she  dropped  like  a 
stone  into  the  water. 
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It  WM  awful !    Gasping  and  choking,  she 
rose  to  the  surface  and  was  promptly  caught  by 

«tmlr^  k"""**  '*"i«?^^J  ^^^  with  a  few  rapid 
strokes,  he  towed  hep  across  the  room. 

tan  you  climb  mto  the  boat  if  I  help  you  ? ' 
fifof  ^  '  but  his  tone  was  so  hurried  an^l  urgent 
that  It  sounded  hkea  command  to  makeh^te; 
and  forcmg  herself  to  the  effort,  Olive  got  a 

f^^'^lS  °^  ^^^  window-ledge,  and  fairly  roUed 
mto  the  dug-out. 

A  push  from  the  inside  set  the  clumsy  craft 
ftee  of  the  window-frame,  and  then  the  strangep 
also  lurched  mto  the  boat,  and  crouched  f^  a 
moment  m  a  sodden,  miserable  heap,  as  if  he 
had  no  strength  op  energy  left. 

I  am  afraid  you  have  hurt  yourself?' 
she  ventured  timidly.  ' 

*  It  is  nothing,*  he  said,  rousing  himself  and 
t^mg  to  smile,  though  his  face  was  drawn  and 
ghastly.  I  am  not  very  fit  just  now,  so  an 
extra  spurt  hke  this  takes  it  out  of  me  ' 

Ohve  opened  her  lips  to  speak,  but  there  was 
an  urgent  shout  of  warning  from  her  rescuer, 
who  forced  the  boat  round  with  a  jerk,  just 
and  only  just,  avoiding  a  cluster  of  big  W 
sliding  along  the  current,  and  which  a  moment 
later  struck  the  schoolhouse  with  the  force  of  a 
battenng-ram. 

f.n^^'fir°i'"l*^'y  """^  escaped  her  then,  for  she 
reared  that  she  was  going  to  be  flung  into  the 
water  agam  J  but  they  had  missed  the  danger 
by  a  hair  s  breadth,  and  now  the  dug-out  had 
rounded  the  corner  of  the  schoolhouse,  and 
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jwas  being  forced  across  the  stretch  of  flood- 
|Water,  to  where  a  group  of  women  were  clus- 
tered on  the  bank,  heedless  of  tempest  wind  and 
.driving  r«in. 

Nicky  Trent  had  picked  up  the  three  boys, 
ani  had  got  them  safely  landed  by  the  time 
the  stranger  got  in  with  poor  drenched  Olive 
in  the  dug-out.  She  tried  to  utter  some  words 
of  thanks  for  his  kindness  in  coming  to  her 
assistance,  but  her  Hps  trembled  so  much,  and 
she  shivered  so  badly,  that  her  words  were 
not  very  clear. 

1  Then  the  waiting,  excitable  women  fell  upon 
her,  with  exclamations  of  admiration  for  her 
heroism,  and  pity  for  her  drenched  condition, 
hurr^ng  her  away  in  their  kindness,  and 
leaving  her  no  time  to  say  anything  more 
which  might  have  bettered  her  first  attempt. 

'  It  will  not  matter,  I  can  say  thank  you 
to-morrow,'  she  told  herself,  when  Mrs.  Bald- 
win had  put  her  to  bed,  rolled  up  in  blankets, 
a  hot  water  bottle  for  her  feet,  and  a  posset  of 
herbs,  hot,  strong  and  nasty,  to  drink. 

But  when  morning  came,  she  wcus  too  ill  to 
lift  her  head  from  her  pillow,  and  it  was  three 
days  before  she  was  able  to  creep  out  of  her 
bedroom,  and  sit  by  the  stove  in  Mrs.  Baldwin's 
stuffy  little  sitting-room. 

Quite  a  string  of  visitors  came  in  to  see  her 
then ;  the  mothers  of  the  children  whom  she 
had  cared  for  on  that  dreadful  mori  *ng  in  the 
flooded  schoolhouse  all  came  in  \e  after 
another,  each  with  a  heartfelt  word  of  gratitude, 
which   nearly   broke   down   her   self-control, 
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because  she  was  so  weak  and  shaken  still. 
S«t  ^?u  '*;'^\°' th«e  did  she  gain  even  a 
hint  of  the  fresh  disaster  in  store  for  her,  so 
that  the  news  when  it  came  had  aU  the  force 

rSi    S^^  because  of  its  unexpectedness. 

ihe  day  was  t»  earing  on  towards  evening, 
when  George  Foster,  a  school  manager,  came 
m  and  asked  for  five  minutes'  quiet  talk  with 

OKve  sat  erect  then,  a  chill  foreboding  of 
evil  creeping  over  her.  She  knew  that  Mr. 
Foster  was  a  keen  man  of  business ;  he  was 

w!«««1k  '?'  cutting  down  expenses,  which 
was  another  term  for  his  method  of  getting  the 
maximum  of  work  for  the  minimum  of  pav 
from  everyone  he  employed. 

This  afternoon  he  was  smiling  and  urbane 
complimenting  OHve  on  her  bravery,  praising 

nnHf fS?- P^'t'u  ^i  ^i?^'"'^  ^"^  many*^fussily 
polite  things,  that  she  became  acutely  nervous ; 

S^tal'dTrectner'  *°  *'^  ^'''  -*^  ^^'^ 
*  We  had  a  managers'  meeting  at  Mr.  Trent's 
house  last  mght,  to  discuss  the  rebuilding  of 
the  school,  and  we  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it 
would  not  be  possible  to  erect  the  new  building 
before  the  faU,'  he  said,  with  a  certain  ai? 
of  pomposity,  which  was  put  on  to  cloak  his 
disf^e  of  the  task  set  for  him. 

oci.^"i7^^^®  ^"^  *^®  children  be  taught?' 

mill.  5  ''^u'Sr"'?:^^*^"^  ^*"^-     *  Of  course  we 
ffi^ghc  do  with  Air.  Trent's  big  room  for  a  week 

out^Tf  f ''^'^'  the  weather  is  so  bad,  and  the 
out-of-town  children  are  kept  away;    but  it 
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would  be  impossible  to  teach  thirty  children 
in  that  tiny  place,  and  verj-    nhealthy  too.* 

*  Exactly.  That  is  my  ow..  opinion,  shared, 
I  might  say,  by  my  fellow-manai^ers ;  and  so  we 
have  decided  to  jive  the  children  a  holiday 
from  now  until  October/ 

*  But ?  •  beoan  Olive,  t*:  .in  stopped  sud- 
denly, realizing  before  it  was  spoken  how 
utterly  futile  any  protest  would  be. 

*  Oh,  we  are  not  going  to  admit  any  buts,'  he 
said  with  a  laugh,  which  sounded  forced,  as  he 
rose  to  go,  thankful  to  have  got  his  unpleasant 
errand  over  so  auickly.  *  The  Board  of  Edu- 
i  tion  may  mase  a  fuss  if  they  happen  to 
tnink  about  it,  but  th^  are  always  slow  in 
their  methods,  and  by  the  time  that  they  are 
ready  to  interfere,  the  summer  will  be  over,  and 
we  shall  be  able  to  start  rebuilding.  We  shall 
pay  your  salary  to  the  end  of  April,  and  start 
paying  you  again  when  the  new  building  is 
ready.  Of  course  if  you  have  the  offer  of  a 
better  post  meanwhile,  we  should  not  stand 
in  your  light,  although  we  should  lose  your 
services  with  regret.  But  if  nothing  else 
turns  up,  we  shal^  hope  to  see  you  at  your 
post  when  the  new  building  is   finished.'^ 

Olive  bowed;  speak  she  could  not.  Mr. 
Foster  got  himself  out  of  the  room  with  as 
much  haste  as  he  deemed  compatible  with 
politeness.  He  put  his  head  in  at  the  kitchen 
door  as  he  passed,  and  told  Mrs.  Baldwin,  who 
was  cooking  supper,  that  in  his  opinion  the 
schoolmistress  looked  as  if  it  would  be  some 
time  before  she  was  fit  for  much  hard  work,  so 
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It  was  just  as  well  that  the  children  were  goinfl 
to  have  a  good  lon^  holiday. 

*  The  great  unfeeling  brute  I  *  muttered  Mrs. 
Baldwin,  shaking  a  floury  fist  at  the  retreating 
figure  of  George  Foster.  And  then  with  rare 
delicacy  she  kept  away  from  the  sitting-room 
until  it  was  time  for  supper,  realizing  that 
Olive  would  rather  bear  the  first  bittemesaof 
the  bad  news  alone. 

After  the  first  pang  of  knowing  herself  out  of 
employment  for  months  to  come,  Olive  simply 
could  not  keep  back  the  rush  of  joyfulness 
that  came  over  her  at  the  thought  that  now 
she  must  go  home,  and  that  as  speedily  as 
possible. 

So  when  Mrs.  Baldwin  came  in  to  lay  supper, 
instead  of  the  weeping,  downcast  maiden  she 
had  feared  to  see,  she  found  Olive  with  shining 
eyes,  a  faint  pink  flush  in  her  cheeks,  and  a 
flutter  of  pleasurable  excitement  all  about  her. 

*  Do  you  know,  Mrs.  Baldwin,  that  the  school 
IS  not  to  be  rebuilt  until  the  autumn,  and  that 
I  am  to  go  home  at  once  ?  * 

*  I  ought  to  know  it  pretty  well  by  this 
time,'  responded  the  good  woman  tartly,  for 
judging  by  Olive's  happy  looks,  the  bad  news 
had  proved  good  news,  so  her  sympathy  had 
been  wasted,  and  being  of  an  economical  turn 
of  mind,  she  hated  to  waste  anything.  *  Hughie 
has  done  nothing  but  cry  ever  since  he  heard 
that  there  was  not  going  to  be  any  more  school 
till  the  fall.' 

*  I  expect  that  I  shall  cry  too  bv  next  week, 
or  the  week  after,'  said  Olive,  twisting  her  face 
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into  a  rueful  pucker, '  because,  you  sec,  no  work 
means  no  pay,  and  I  can't  imagine  how  I 
shall  get  through  this  summer  without  a 
salary.  But  I  have  been  so  shockingly  home- 
sick, that  this  chance  of  going  home  is  just 
—  just  —  oh,  I  can't  dcscriln;  how  good  it 
is!  * 

'  Poor  child,  poor  child  ! '  murmured  Mrs. 
Baldwin,  whose  heart  was  as  large  as  her 
person.  *  But  you  have  never  moped,  I  will 
say  that.* 

*  Moping  is  no  good,*  returned  Olive,  shaking 
her  head  with  a  decided  air.  Then  she  asked, 
'By  the  way,  who  was  it  that  came  to  my 
rescue  the  other  day  in  the  flood  ?  I  did  not 
s  '^m  to  know  him  at  all,  although  his  face  was  so 
bandaged  that  I  could  not  see  very  much  of  it; 
but  his  voice  was  not  familiar,  -ad  »e  spoke 
like  a  cultured  man.* 

*  No  one  seems  to  know  anything  about  him,* 
replied  Mrs.  Baldwin,  *  except  that  he  came 
up  river  on  the  Pluck,  and  was  left  behind. 
He  wandered  round  all  next  morning  as  if  he 
was  looking  for  something,  or  somebody.  But 
after  he  had  got  you  out  of  that  awful  school- 
house,  he  was  just  mad  to  be  off  overland 
to  Port  Simpson,  and  offered  to  pay  pretty 
well  any  price  for  a  sledge,  dogs,  and  a  guide. 
There  were  no  dogs  to  be  had,  so  Mike  Dooley 
undertook  to  guide  him  across  the  hills,  and 
they  are  going  to  do  the  journey  on  snowshoes 
where  it  is  possible;  but  with  weather  like  this, 
they  are  more  likely  to  have  to  wade,  I  should 
say.* 
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niL^/fu  "^^f^ ,**>at  he  has  gone?'  asked 
Olive  rather  blanklv.  for  surely  no  one  ever 
received  1^  gratitude  for  a  kind  action 
than  tti^s  stranger  had  had  from  her,  although 
he  had  saved  her  hfe  by  risking  his  own. 

TTiey  started  next  morning  at  dawn,  and 
ought  to  be  at  Port  Simpson  V  this  time,  if 
BddT^  8°>n«  *o  «et  there  at  all/  said  Mjs. 

•  I  am  Sony  that  I  did  not  say  thank  you 
decently,  but  I  was  so  wet  and  cold,  and  now 
It  is  too  late,»  Ohve  remarked,  in  a  regretful 
tone ;  then  she  burst  out  with  a  question  which 
had  been  bothenng  her  more  or  less  ever  since 
she  had  recovered  sufficiently  to  think  about 
anything.  Do  you  know  what  became  of  my 
school  desk?    I  mean  has  it  been  found  ?  » 

1  don  t  thjnk  that  anyone  has  ventured  so 

lift  *  ^.'Ji^  *^^"?^  husband,  he  will  be  sure 
to  know,  Mrs.  Baldwin  answered.  She  was 
stepping  to  and  fro  now  between  kitchen  and 
sitlang-room.  bringing  in  the  supper  dishes, 

igivinff  a  careful  eye  to  the  cooking  not  vet 

te^^f^V  1^??  aclministering  consdation  to 

poor  doleful  Hughie  between  whiles. 
I      I'erhaps  the  water  will  be  down  enough  bv 

wT'^V^'i"^  *^1^*  ''^to  the  ruins,  and 
teJ°'  2?^  ^^^'  *^«^  's  a  letter  in  it 
nih  'f  K  ^*^^u  »?P?rtant ;  I  ought  not  to  have 

I«f    *^'''***  .^"*  ^'  ^'^^e  I  di^  not  dream  of 
Lul^JT^  f""  ^^PP"'^'*  ^^^^«  «^id  with 

;.Jt  K  i  -.^''■j  J'^^  ^^®  w^  thinking  how 
uHr.^'^  i*  "^'^^^  ^^  ^<>^  her  father^s  plans. 
If  anyone  of  an  unscrupulous  character  were  to 
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repaed  Mrs.  Baldwin,  with  prompt  decision  • 
then  she  asked,  *  What  sort  of  a  disk  is  it  on^ 
of  those  big  fixture  things  ?  '  '  '*'  '^''^ 

niiv^°*  **  "  V"^  **^®  standing  on  a  table  ' 
Ohve  answered;  and  then  two  or  three  peonle 

supnerin^'n.^'-  ^^^^'^  streamSre 
desk  «;  tS^  nothing  more  was  said  about  the 
desk  or  the  letter  which  it  contained. 
It  was  nearly  noon  next  day    when   Mrs 

to' hiTmiddl'^''^  ''"r^^^  ^^*^  mu^ne^ly 

decked  «Phi^h^*'''^l^  '^  *""'^PJ^  fro'n  the 
wrecked  schoolhouse,  bearing  the  desk  in  his 

voi77n  f  *  I*'  ^'^  ^""^^^  '^"^  »*  "n't  fit  for 

ff  i?  •*°''''^'    f""™^  °"*«id«»  ^iU  you,  and 
111  get  It  open  for  you.'  he  said,  sending  Hg 

voice  through  the  wfndow  in  a  chJrf^Xut! 

dismav'.fT'^-^^*'^^"'    ^"^   exclaimed   in 
dismay  at  the  shme-encrusted  desk. 

!«  h^'tl  ^r*,*^  ^^^'  ^°^''^'*  '*  ^  '  Jie  remarked, 
door,     ihe  schoolhouse  is  about  the  comoletest 

Cni  rVr  ^l^  '  ^^««  that  aToT%  the 
bairns  must  have  been  drowned  if  it  had  not 

been  for  your  pluck.     We  worked  hard  enough 

the  peril  of  our  hves  too,  for  when  it  gave  way 
^yenof  us  were  shot  into  the  waterf  but  we 
haie^^^^essed   what   was   happening   at   tJe 

*  Why.  the  desk  is  locked  I '  cried  Olive  in 
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suiprise,  as  Ned  Bk!,; r.!;.  tried  tn  Hff  tk 
encrusted  Jid  an.    faUed     '"*' """^- 

qui.S^'*^°"  ''•'f    '*    '°<^«1»'    he    asked 

so  that  ii  Sd  nolmat^^J  '^T-*""  «•«  t™«. 
bother  to  keen  IophSI     '  J"*^  ,'*  '^^  such  a 

t^-ng  the  lid  o^f  the  d«k  once  Ure    '  '^'"^' 

dxessing-elL   whierhaH    f  *™k"^'  *^«  ''"'« 
and  he^  own  l^tlte'tit^r^ea'st!  •"°*^''^' 

ach\r.t^^i^«r«? 

edS%?^V-3^|pS  unT'-^e 
pnW  the  lid  opin      "^^''  "^^  "''^  »  J"k 

waf^lt'SSef'  "^"^  ""^  °P^"^.  the  letter 
sod'Ii^cS'^"*^"!-.  OUve  '^'^t^  the 
to  no  purpose  •  the^^f.,  11  ^*!°'  ^ut  all 
''ith  itV^tp  ^M^^rtt^Tf^,  TJ, 


CHAPTER  THE  THHID 

The  Home-Coming 

Two  hundred  miles  further  north,  on  the 
high  exposed  lands  beyond  the  valley  of  the 
Stikine,  winter  showed  little  sign  of  relaxing 
its  hold,  even  though  it  was  the  second  week 
in  April. 

A  dazzling  sun  shone  in  a  sky  of  cloudless  blue, 
and  the  crisp  air  had  a  lightsome  quality, 
which  might  make  even  a  melancholy  person 
feel  cheerful,  while  the  spirits  of  the  gay  at 
heart  became  positively  riotous  under  its 
influence. 

The  young  Scarths  had  made  themselves  a 
toboggan  slide,  which  was  something  after  the 
pattern  of  a  double  switchback,  the  lumps  of 
earth  upheaved  by  those  human  moles,  the 
copper  miners,  lending  themselves  most  beauti- 
fully to  the  purpose. 

It  was  late  afternoon ;  Bluey  and  Benny 
were  home  from  school,  and  ripe  for  fun ; 
Dora  and  Gretchen  had  been  beguiled  from  the 
sewing  which  they  detested,  and  the  sport  was 
in  fuU  swing. 

A  very  good-looking  family  were  the  Scarths, 
and  Dora,  the  second  daughter,  was  at  seven- 
teen already  being  spoken  of  as  the  Star  of 
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^l^^tLJ*  nr^^'uP^P'^  ^'^^  ^^^  them 
aeciajed  that  Olive  had  the  more  beaiitif.,1 

^.w  *T^  ^'  *^.*^  ^^^  behindTt  BuToh^ 
had  not  been  at  home  since  her  people  came 
to  hvc  at  Orsay,  and  so  the  faiS  of  ^r 

unwary  into  the  snow-drifts-  bi?t  rtS'^S?^?* 

mio  a  snow-dnft,  from  which  they  emerireS 
with  shneks  of  merriment,  and  much  S^ 
»ti^?^'.t  "*  eretchen/whose  SvS^t 
?h.i  ♦iT"*^'**  **"»«  '^f  the  ci^tastrophe-  3 

npJl^'J!.*^  rich  next  winter,  we  will  have  a 
Old  London  won't  give  us  much  tobogganing 
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I  am  afraid/  said  Dora,  pretending  to  sigh,  but 
laughing  all  the  while. 

*  Never  mind,  Benny,  you  can  have  a  httle 
motor-car,  and  I  will  have  a  wax  doU  as  big  as  a 
real  baby,'  gurgled  Bluey,  whose  mstmcts  were 

all  maternal.  . 

*  And  I  wiU  go  to  a  boarding  school  m  prepara- 
tion for  Girton.  Just  fancy  how  lovely  it  ^1 
be  when  I  am  "a  sweet  girl  graduate, 
laughed  Gretchen,  giving  the  sledge  an  extra 
pull  to  get  it  up  the  last  bit  of  the  hill,  which 
was  the  stiffest  of  all.  , 

*  There  is  Moolie  wanting  to  be  miiicea, 
exclaimed  Dora,  as  the  plaintive  lowing  of  a 
cow  sounded  from  over  the  hill.      WeU,  she 
can  wait  until  I  have  been  down  just  once  more. 
Oh,  how  I  do  loathe  milking  1  * 

*  WTiy  is  not  father  going  to  milk  T  asKea 
Gretchen,  who  hated  milking  too,  and  was 
moreover  afraid  of  cows.     ^  .  ^  ^  . .,  ^ 

'  He  has  gone  down  to  the  Point,  to  meettnc 
mail ;  he  is  so  anxious  to  get  a  !«**«  from 
Olive;  he  expected  one  last  week,  only  it  did 
not  come.  I  am  afraid  that  he  will  be  in  a  fine 
state  this  evening  if  he  is  disappointed  again ; 
it  is  so  hard  for  him,  poor  darhng  1  sighed 
Dora,  sitting  on  the  sledge  to  fasten  up  her  hair, 
which  had  all  come  tumbling  down. 

*  Ezra  Pratt  says  that  our  cow  would  give 
more  milk,  if  she  were  milked  regidarly  at  the 
same  time  every  day,*  announced  Bluey. 

'  I  daresay  she  would.  Punctuality  seems 
to  be  the  foundation  of  aU  the  virtues,  only 
the  trouble  is  that  it  is  so  difficult  of  attain- 
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rliK,  ??1  A^*^"«'  Gretchen ;    let  us  have  a 
You  would  be  so  tired  that  you  would  f«l 

T Jr?fl **^'*  ?*  ***'  ^*"«^«^  J^ora.     *  It  is  only 
X^^r^"^''     Now  then.  o«t^ 

w^t^f  #  -^^  gathering  impetus  from  its  owi 

a  catapult,  ghded  up  the  rise,  rocked  in  a  tinsv 
disconc^mg  fashion  on  the  top,  then  plS 
do^  the  next  slope  at  a  brSthless  Wof 

*  Oh,  oh,  oh  !    It  was  the  best  that  we  have 

M^ur^n  f*'  r  "^^^^  ^^^  another;  bu? 
Moohe  will  have  tears  in  her  eyes  if  we  keen 

^^'T^tfg.any  longer,'  said  Dora,  stanXg  uS 
and  stretchmg  her  arms  above  ber  head.        ^ 

mtjSf'Lf °S^«'**^^  ^ '  ^^^"*«d  Benny,  as  a 
f  r«S  ^^'T^  f  «^*  ^"^«  ^*o  ^ew  oi  the 
trail,  which  led  upward  from  the  Point.  He 
was  carrymg  a  bag  or  bundle,  and  had  a 
compamon  who  was  similarly  laden. 

R]„3^  '^  *  ^**^y  ^*^  Jiim»'  announced 
«wey,  m  an  awestruck  whisper,  for  ladies 
were  a  very  scarce  commodity  at  Orsay  in  the 
winter,    although    of    men    ^f    aSf  eve^ 
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Gretchcn,  who  was  short-sighted,  fairly 
gurgled  with  delight.  *Bluey,  you  are  too 
comic;  fancy  calling  Mrs.  Pratt  a  lady  1  * 

*  It  isn't  Mrs.  Pratt,  Gretchen,  and  Bluey 
is  quite  right ;  it  is  a  lady,  a  real  one ;  you 
can  see  it  by  the  way  she  holds  her  shoulders 
and  puts  her  feet  down,*  said  Dora,  adding 
in  a  dismayed  undertone,  *  Oh,  I  wonder  who 
it  can  be  ?  And  I  look  so  shockingly  rough 
and  untidy.*  . 

*  There  is  nothing  special  for  supper  either, 
and  mother  was  lying  down  reading  when  I 
came  out,*  said  Gretchen  uneasily ;  then  racked 
her  brains  to  think  of  some  appetizing  and 
decorative  supper-dish,  which  might  be  evolved 
out  of  nothing  without  much  trouble  or 
expense. 

*  It  looks  like  Olive,*  said  Bluey  slowly.  She 
was  the  hawk-eyed  one  of  the  family,  and  had 
been  steadily  staring  at  her  father  and  his 
companion  ever  since  they  had  come  into 
sight,  round  the  bend  in  the  trail. 

*  It  is  OUve,  it  is  I  *  shrieked  Dora,  in  a 
perfect  ecstasy  of  joy ;  and  away  she  rushed, 
to  be  followed,  and  speedily  out-stripped,  by 
Cretchen,  whose  legs  were  longer  and  lankier  ; 
while  Bluey  and  Benny  came  tearing  along 
in  the  rear,  the  whole  four  casting  themselves 
upon  Olive,  hugging  her  untO  she  was  fain  to 
■civ  out  for  mercy. 

'*I  shall  be  smothered,  I  am  sure  I  shall, 
and  then  you  will  be  sorry  1  *  she  gasped, 
laughing,  and  breathless,  yet  thinking  all  the 
whSe  how  sweet  it  was  to  be  welcomed  like 
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ttM  after  her  long  monthi  of  loneliness  and 

witn  father?    Which  knew  me  Brst  ? '  sho 
asked,  as  a  fresh  onslaught  beg^  * 

It  was  Bluey;    she  can  see  evervthinB 

of  feathers  which  the  latest  discoverer  tioH  ml 
tne  top  of  the  North  Pole.    BriZa^' Wind 

Thai.  Bluey,  I  will  race  you  from  here  to. 

tToUyl^s^J"^  •^•^4  to^  mo^er*- 
saia  uiive;  and  dropping  her  bac  on  the  snow 

ugiy JO  look  at,  that  a  shiver  went  over  OhVp 

hJ^  *^9"«ht  of  aU  it  must  meaT  to  he; 
beauty-Joving  father  and  mother. 
Bluey  won  the  race  by  half  a  lenirfh   »«  »u^ 

.™    li?**  ?«««sion  was  too  festive  for  tears 

^a^  he?t*\^^.'"™Pf'  l'"  fo'S 
graTCd  her  knee,  and  knocked  t;.e  funnv  bone 

^nL??^^'  ^^""f  *«  "a*  down,   she   burst 

T  wo^rr**  '""^  *^'<'  into  thrhousr 
rf.„-.2^     '"^"""S  "Oman  in  a  shabby   frjck 
glanced  up  from  the  book  she  was  LS^ 
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and  said  in  a  gently  protesting  fashion,  *  My 
dears,  what  a  riot ! ' 

*  Mother,  mother ! '  cried  Olive,  fairly  turn* 
bling  over  Bluey,  to  reach  her  mother's  arms, 
while  the  other  girls  cried  out  in  varying  keys, 
*  Mother,  mother,  can't  you  see  that  it  is 
Olive?' 

*  Of  course  I  can,'  said  Mrs.  Scarth,  as  she 
clasped  her  firstborn  in  her  arms,  adding  with 
gentle  sarcasm,  *I  am  not  blind,  nor  even 
deaf — ^yet  1  * 

*  Why  didn't  you  write  last  week,  and  say 
that  you  were  coming  ?  We  should  have  had 
all  the  joy  of  expecting  you  then ;  now  we  feel  j 
defrauded,  and  tnere  is  nothing  nice  for  supper 
either,*  said  Dora,  who  was  again  wresthng 
with  her  rebellious  hair. 

*  I  did  not  know  that  I  was  coming  when  last 
week's  mail  started,  and  I  don't  in  the  least 
mind  what  there  is  for  supper.  But  what  a 
noise  that  poor  cow  is  making ;  is  it  himgry, 
do  you  expect  ? '  asked  OUve,  on  whose 
sympathetic  heart  Moolie's  plaintive  lowing 
was  already  making  an  impression. 

*  It  is  only  waiting  to  be  milked,  and  I  hate 
milking;  perhaps  father  will  do  it  when  he 
comes  home,'  Dora  answered  in  an  easy  tone, 
as  she  dropped  into  the  nearest  chair,  and 
began  to  look  rather  tired. 

*  Father  is  going  down  to  the  Point  with  a 
hand-truck,  to  bring  up  my  trunk.  But  I  can 
milk,  and  I  shall  love  to  do  it ;  show  me  where 

to  find  a  pail,  a  stool,  and  an  apron,'  said    ^ 
Olive;   and  Gretchen  flew  to  get  what  was    i 
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!"?'«!'•  l>"t  Itera  leaned  back  in  the  chair 
declaring  her&  «  too  tired  to  stir.  ' 

motw':''in"£ndrco^^''%!.:  If^f.  "« 
work  too  bard  in^thT^^  wSSe?°f  ca"^.* 

Dora  buret  into  a  merry  laujrh      Tm  ««♦ 

w JTh^^^yti  w^nr,s^x^s'^^''i-to 

comDassionAtAiv      » 11  *  "t  J^»  ^^^"  J«rs.  acarth 
aH  «r|;y.  A^^^^er^X^S 

:;|r^!;^<r4''o^/^'«'*^^'-5i 

fh.  B  .  *P'  ''*^*'  "on'*  *>«  very  lone  awav 
^S^ouwn'  *.^?'''«»hehasgothfsdZ 
tt^i^  caJl^r  "  "  Passed  out,  isn't  it.  wha" 

WM,r™rTr  *"  ¥,S^  Jus  claim  pegeed  out  • 
went  on  Dora  with  a  deep  sigh  of  sati^«!^!; 
one  or  two  of  us  might  ^  ^  hi^^'^f^rj 
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get  the  gold.     He  would  not  be  so  londy  it 
we  were  with  him,  you  know.* 

•  It  would  be  frightfuUy  hard  work  for  you, 
and  I  cannot  bear  to  tWnk  of  anyof  you  being 
dragged  to  pieces  with  toil.'  Mf»-  Sca^h  s 
tone  was  pathetic  with  reg^;  hwdshio  for 
herself  did  not  count,  but  it  was  terrible  to 
her  to  even  think  of  wearing  drudgery  for  her 

*  We"' '  luld  have  to  ctJl  it  play,  then  perhaps 
it  woulii  not  seem  so  bad,»  said  Dora,  wa^gmg 
her  head.  *  Besides,  there  would  be  the  com- 
pensation to  think  of.  Every  time  I  heaved  up 
a  chunk  of  gold  as  big  as  an  apple-dumpling 
with  my  spade,  I  should  say  to  myself,  there 
goes  a  winter  in  Rome,  or  a  spring  m  Vemce,  or 
I  vachting  tour  in  the  Adriatic ;  then  I  should 
not  mind^  my  back  ached,  and  my  hands  were 

**^**Y^should  think  not  indeed  1  *  laughed  her 
mother,  *  but  gold  does  not  come  upm  cht^ 
like  apple-dumplings;  you  must  be  thmtong 
of  KaSi-gmn,  the  stuff  which  w  dug  in  New 
Zealand.  Gold  is  found  m  bits  hke  peas  I 
think,  or  even  smaUer,  and  it  has  to  be  rocked 
about   in  a  sort  of  cradle  to  wash  out  the 

*  Frightfully  messy  work  it  sounds,  worse  than 
cleaning  a  floor,  or  peeling  Potatoes;  what  a  lot 
of  dirty  work  thereir  ^n  the  world  P  and  Dora 
yawned  in  a  sort  ot  bored  disgust,  then  feU 
into  an  animated  discussion  with  her  mc^er 
as  to  the  superior  charm  of  ai)ncot  satm  over 
wistaria  blue  velvet,  for  drawmg-room  furm- 


The  Home-Coming 


adventure  fa  «ie'^fjS!i  ^  °'  ''"  thrUling 
down  to  the  Pofai'wrthWs  teVnl  «°°' 
the  hand-sledire  ud  th.  wii    ?i"^J?  ''•'P  "«« 

remarked  on  the  7iX^  !*  *°?^'  ""t"  Olive 

helpful  ^;",  aL^X^Z*^°^..'^'  ^'^  '<" 
murmur.       '"*""«  went  off  without  another 

of  Mo6Ue.'  swd  rSS°u  '**™.'?  the  least  afraid 
admirotion  •ll^'°'  ^^  »  "*««  "gh  of 
"ill  kS  me  oveTor  taT^P?*^  «"*  «he 
•nf  with  th^  a^LSTof"^''.  ""^  P°''«  •* 

mol^'^'^eTer^SJilkS  "*''  '"'""'  *-« 
for  Olive's  benefit.  ^^^^  **«  information 

bulin™  S^tte^  Sl"?"^  ?.'  ?'^'^"8  i^  "^e 
tartly.  'SuZL'^K  '  *"^,G«tchen  rather 
Bluey.  or  aSS^ir^  ^  "'^  *^  "»«  fowls. 

t<?  ^'^zn  x^«°rth:?v/> 

nights  ago.*  »"Pper,  as  they  did  two 

last"M^'t^°;^^  «onev  for  father 
about  it.'  GiS^hl  j^*^.'y  low-spirited 
confident  ^^^ne'^R^"  ^1^%^  ,t 
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mnd  there  was  a  hint  of  reproach  in  it  wliieh 
made  Olive  colour  painfully. 

*  I  could  not  help  it ;  the  maQ  wai  late  hi 
comin^f  up  river,  and  then  the  boat  went  out 
again  in  the  night,  bo  there  was  no  time.  Even 
now  I  cannot  let  him  have  aa  much  as  he 
wanted,  became  I  have  had  mv  journey  to 
pav  for,  and  now  I  have  only  thirty-five 
dollars  left,*  she  answered,  almost  in  apology,  for 
it  seemed  so  dreadful  to  fail  her  father  In  his 
need. 

'  It  seems  a  tremendous  lot  of  money  to 
anyone  who  has  none  at  all,  and  I  have  not 
even  a  cent  piece,'  said  Gretchen,  laughina; 
then  she  burst  out  eagerly,  *  Do  you  think, 
Olive,  that  father  will  get  that  gold,  piles  and 
piles  of  it  ?  ' 

*  I  don't  know,'  replied  Olive,  shaking  her 
head  in  a  dubious  fasnion ;  *  but  it  makes  me 
feel  very  bad,  to  think  of  his  ffoing  off  alone 
into  an  unknown  country,  ana  in  such  bitter 
weather  too.' 

*  It  won't  be  bitter  long,'  Gretchen  said. 
*And  he  could  not  reach  the  place  if  the 
morasses  were  not  fro!£enover  you  know;  that 
is  why  he  is  in  such  a  hurry  to  start.' 

*  Oh,  Gretchen,  I  am  so  worried  that  I  don't 
know  what  to  do,'  Olive  said  impulsively,  as 
she  rose  from  her  seat  when  the  milking  was 
over.  *  The  letter  which  father  sent  to  me  is 
lost,  or  stolen,  and  the  map  that  he  sent  with 
itl' 

*  How  dreadful !  And  you  have  cot  to  tell 
father  !    How  I  pity  you,  poor  dear  old  Olive  ! ' 
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Gretchen'i  taee  fairly  irloiriol  —tk 

I  .uppose  he  ha.  imother  t?  '  .^   •.. 

h«  ton.  a  utti.  doubtM  z  m  ,:£^"i* 

thf/tt  a*X' 'o?^:^-  , '/ <>«>-•»  believe 
his  head  right^OTrt  ?S?7'  •*"'  ^'  ''"  »"«  » 
he  Icnew  it?"f  b?h^  Z,  "?  ''"'*«  '"«  ""at 
But  jurt  thiik  C^^'rJ"  m'»u*  ''  *»  y""- 
«nd  for  all  rf  ug.  a  tK»f  ■  *7°"'^>  '"  "m. 

o^eSrd£sSS»-^— 

ore-£Si?kr"^^ 

she  was  reaUy  atT^^  ?*  *  ''°^»i^'  no'^  tliat 
possible  timt  die  <iSd  hol'1!?'*^  *^^*  i"*- 
ment  so  long  ^  ^""^  ^"^^  ^^  ^>^sh^ 

ougSi^^eToId'^tSyC^'^^^^^^^^  --  ^« 
pose  you  sto  and  ml!*  k-  ^^X,.   ®**^^®n-      Sup- 

ffi>  .4c  iM"  yL^^^^rthl?'"'  \*<^e 

you  a^  &Snt;^^*SiS!i'*°^"'  ^^» 

ing  that  the  maT^T^",^.''"*'"*'  kno''- 

out  along  the  trail  to  thf^b  •^*°  *«  ««* 
covered  /eariy  hSf  a  Sue^tfo^^^-"^!  '?«'' 


fafi,™      JT^'  "*"  »  mue  before  a 
father  and  Benny  with  the  sl^ 


naet  her 
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*  Have  you  come  to  pull?  Then  can  I  have  a 
ride  ? '  asked  Benny,  who  never  walked  when 
riding  was  possible  in  any  shape  or  form. 

*1«),  no,  that  would  not  be  fair  for  father  or 
for  me,*  laughed  Olive.  '  But  you  can  run  on 
ahead,  and  help  the  girls  get  supper,  then 
afterwards  we  will  all  unpack  togemer. 

Benny  started  at  a  run ;  he  had  had  quite 
enough  of  puUing,  and  getting  supper  was  sug- 
gestive of  all  sorts  of  pleasant  possibilities. 

*  My  dear,  you  should  not  be  doing  this ;  you 
must  be  so  tired  after  your  journey,*  said 
Jacob  Scarth,  his  refined  speech  in  marked 
contrast  to  his  unkempt  appearance  and  shabby 
garments,  which  huns  upon  his  loose-jointed 
figure  as  they  might  have  done  upon  a  scare- 
crow. 

*  I  came  to  help,  because  I  wanted  to  talk 
to  you  alone,*  she  replied,  then  jumped  at  once 
into  her  story.  *  Father,  I  have  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  lose  your  letter,  and  I  am  afraid 
that  it  has  been  stolen.* 

He  fairly  groaned.  Then  he  asked  in  a  tone 
which  he  comd  not  keep  from  trembling :  *  But 
tiie  map,  you  have  surely  not  lost  that  ?  * 

Olive  shivered,  and  shook  her  head,  then  said 
hurriedly,  '  I  mean  that  it  is  missing  with  the 
letter;  but  it  was  not  my  fault,  dear  father, 
except  that  I  ought  not  to  have  taken  it  to 
school  in  my  pocket;  then  I  should  not  have 
put  it  in  my  desk.  I  forgot  all  about  it  when 
the  flood  came,  because  I  was  so  afraid  that  the 
children  would  be  drowned.* 

*  No,  it  was  not  your  fault,  only  your  mis- 
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foptun^  I  can  see  that,'  he  said  kindly,  when 
she  had  told  him  all  the  happenings  of  that 
eventfiUday.  Whatever  mistakes  in  life  Jacob 
dearth  had  made,  and  they  were  many,  he  had 
never  misjudged  his  children  op  been  harsh 
m  his  treatment  of  them. 


with  a  melan<^olv  smile.  *  mat  troubles  me 
IS  lest  the  thief  who  stole  the  letter  should  act 
upon  it,  and  that  I  should  find  someone  there 
before  me  when  I  reach  my  goal.  However, 
I  am  aU  ready  to  i  irt,  and  if  I  get  off  at 
dawn,  I  may  still  be  first  in  the  field.' 

*  At  dawn  to-morrow  ?  '  cried  Olive,  in  dis- 
may at  the  thought  of  parting  from  him  so 
soon  after  the  meeting. 

*  The  sooner  the  better,'  he  said  firmly,  then 
^1^     ^IJ  with  a  certain  hesitation  in  his  tone  : 

Ezra  Pratt  let  me  fit  out  on  credit.  I  told  him 
that  I  was  ejecting  to  get  the  money  from 
you,  so  you  will  see  him,  and  settle  up  for  me. 
won  t  you,  dear  ?  There  wiU  not  be  time  foJ 
me  to  go  down  to-night,  as  I  ought  to  get  to  bed 
early.'  * 

*  I  will  do  it,  father,'  she  answered  cheerfully, 
and  never  guessed  how  heavy  was  the  burden  she 
had  taken,  or  the  sacrifice  of  self  which  it  would 
involve.  But  it  meant  a  great  deal  to  her  that 
her  father  should  not  be  angry  with  her,  and 
presently  she  turned  to  him  with  a  happy 
smile,  though  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes. 

iJaddy  darling,  thank  you  so  much  for  not 
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being  cross  with  me.  I  fed  as  if  I  deserve  to 
be  scolded,  yet  I  don't  know  that  I  could  have 
borne  it;  I  think  that  it  would  have  broken  my 
heart.* 

*And  mine  tool*  he  exclaimed,  and  there 
was  a  thrill  of  tenderness  in  his  tone  which 
made  her  heart  beat  faster.  *If  evil  comes 
of  the  loss,  we  must  just  bear  it  as  best  we  can. 
But  we  will  not  add  to  the  evil  by  any  heart- 
bitterness,  eh,  Olive?' 

But  she  could  only  nod  her  head  in  reply, 
because  her  heart  was  too  full  for  speech. 


CHAPTER  THE   FOURTH 
Packing  for  the  Trail 

except  Mr.  bcaith,  who  went  to  bed  at  Sm 
down^andfte  two  children,  who  iUpp^  Z, 
1*^.  bec«»e  they  could  keep  S^ 

lOT  startiiig,  he  only  meant  th«t  he  had  aat 
hi»  riedge  t^y.  4hi,  ^  reLly  a  de?S 
^tavance.  beW  a  birohbark  can^  %j,T^ 

PuilKMe  of  iMid  or  water  travel.  The  stores 
«mMstin«  of  bacon  and  flour,  tea.  ta^^^' 
ing  ut«u.ils  and  an  up-to-dategJ^^JaALa 

It  struck  Olive,  who  knew  but  little  of  out- 
fitong  for  tiie  trail,  that  the  food  supply  ^Jd 
rather  inadequate,  while  a  good  many  ^^ 

of  S^  ^  w'  *  ""^^^^P**  some  books 
OTKlerence,  and  blank  page  note-books  for 
recording  impressions;  but  to  her  astonishment 

SSrif.''''  "^°**^  **  ""^  '^<>*  even  a  ch^^ 
or  raiment,  nor  socks,  nor  shoes. 
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'Mother,  do  you  know  that  father  has 
packed  no  clothes  for  his  journey  ?  *  asked 
Olive,  coming  in  from  the  shed  where  the 
sledge  was  waiting  in  readiness  for  the 
start. 

*  Olive,  are  you  sure  ? '  cried  Mrs.  Scarth, 
standing  up  with  alarm  in  her  face. 

'Quite  sure.  I  have  turned  over  every 
bundle.  I  miglfit  even  have  shot  myself  witn 
i  is  gun,  if  I  had  not  guessed  that  it  was  loaded, 
and  treated  it  accordingly.  But  there  was 
nothing  to  wear.' 

*  What  a  man  t '  exclaimed  Mrs.  Scarth,  with 
hands  uplifted  in  dismay.  *  Olive,  what  shall 
we  do  ?  * 

'  We  must  pack  a  bundle  of  things  and  stow 
them  in  the  sledge ;  but  I  do  not  think  that 
he  will  be  able  to  draw  so  much ;  it  is  not  as  if 
he  had  dogs,*  she  tinswered. 

'I  wanted  him  to  have  dogs,  but  he  said  that 
he  should  have  to  carry  fo<xl  for  them,  and  so 
it  would  not  pay,  because  he  would  get  no 
real  advantage  in  the  end.  He  reckon^  that 
if  the  Indians  could  pack  a  hundred  pounds 
weight  over  a  rough  trail  on  their  backs  or 
their  heads,  he  ought  to  manage  to  drag  a 
sledge  that  weighs  two  hundred  pounds  over 
smooth  snow  for  forty  or  fifty  miles,  and  of 
course  it  will  be  easier  coming  back,  becaure 
he  will  leave  his  tools  and  that  sort  of  thing 
behind  him  on  his  daim.' 

*  But  he  cannot  be  sure  that  the  snow  will  be 
smooth,  and  tiiere  will  be  hills.  Mother,  I 
am  sure  that  the  weigLt  of  that  sledge  ought 
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IiMi!*L'^?L°?^;  y™"  *»^"  must  have  hii 
Iitae  <»mfortai_>  said  Mm.  Scarth  r^ChMv 

the  sledge  wa?  stoS.^^      ""*  "^^  ''^^ 
loo^edfc^ffi^- ^-^^  ^  -pw.  that  it 

what  she  waTdSn?         "°*^"  came  to  see 

'  W^«  „^i?*^  '"*  »  worried  air. 

that^e'Sv^t?ttS^.:^t^V^'» 
answered,  looking  m  hri^ih*  «  ^  "HSg^^  Dora 

'Hare  you  got  a  Bst  of  the  thing,  father  i. 


■I:; 
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taking  ? '  Olive  asked,  as  she  and  her  mother 
unloaded  the  sledge,  in  order  that  they  might 
go  throuffh  the  packages  more  quickly. 

*  Yes,  I  think  so.  Now  let  me  see,  where  did 
we  put  the  list,  Gretchen  darling  ?  For  it  was 
you  who  helped  me  the  other  day  when  we  were 
so  bus^  getting  the  things  together.* 

'  I  think  we  put  it  in  the  tea-pot,  because  we 
said  that  father  would  be  sure  to  find  it  there,' 
replied  Gretchen,  who  was  sucking  her  thumb 
in  a  rather  doleful  fashion  because  bv  accident 
she  had  hammered  it  instead  of  me  nail  at 
which  she  had  aimed  the  blow. 

**  Ah,  yes,  the  teapot  it  was ;  but  oh,  I  won- 
der, where  did  we  put  the  teapot  ?  '  and  Mrs. 
Scarth  hunted  round  in  a  vague,  helpless  sort 
of  way,  until  Olive  unearthed  the  teapot  from 
underneath  the  microscope  case;  and  opening 
the  lid,  discovered  that  some  loose  cartridges 
had  been  packed  inside  as  wdl  as  the  list. 

*  We  put  the  cartridges  in  the  teapot,  so 
that  he  should  have  a  few  haudy ;  but  it  was 
father  himself  who  packed  tibe  teapot  in  that 
queer  place,*  said  Gretchen,  who  came  to  look 
on,  still  comforting  her  wounded  thumb. 

*  Poor  darling,  what  a  long  time  he  would 
have  taken  to  hunt  for  that  teapot  when  he 
went  to  make  his  supper  I '  laughed  Dora, 
who  also  came  to  look  on ;  and  then  she  stayed 
to  read  the  list,  while  the  other  three  found 
the  articles,  and  repacked  them  in  a  more  con- 
venient and  less  weighty  form. 

It  was  a  long  task ;  midnight  came  and  went, 
the  small  haws  crept  by,  the  stars  glinted  down 
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fa  thcip  frotty  brilliance,  but  the  workers  in 
the  shed  were  too  busy  to  spare  an/Si^fS 

SSTw^  Vs.  P"^*^"""  '^'  *^^  ^y 

The  missing  clothing  was  down  on  the  hst. 
and  a  Ion*  and  anximis  search  reveiSld  fwl 
bundle  atTkst,  put  up  on  fhi^  sh^5*S^  S: 
door,  m  company  with  some  empl^  casITanH 

b^'S^^"^^*'  whiS^lSd^^en^Sy 

Evcrythmff  was  packed  at  last,  and  the  enti«, 

\^J^^l  ^""^  ^^^  °»ainly  dfeSed  bj 
leaving  out  books  and  boxes.  ^«^««  ^y 

over  so  many  miles  of  snowy  waste,  wh^ 

_ ,!  D'<J  he  <iie  then  and  there  ?    How  awfnl !  • 

grip  5  Wldlt'  Sr*  ""'  *'  *«^"' 
•  No,  he  lived  untU  four  o'ckx*  the  next 


'i*  '■ 


iiiM 


54    A  Girl  of  the  Northland 

morning.  Your  father  and  I  gat  up  with  him, 
and  tried  our  very  utmott  to  keep  him  alive; 
but  I  think  that  he  was  juit  worn  out,*  said 
Mrs.  Scarth ,  putting  up  her  hand  to  wipe  away 
a  tear  of  pity,  because  of  the  fate  of  this 
unknown  man. 

*pidn*t  he  teU  you  his  name,  or  anything  ? 
Had  he  no  friends  anywhere  in  the  woridl  • 
asked  Olive,  feelinff  aknost  inclined  to  cry  also, 
because  of  thiel  sadness  of  such  an  ending. 

*  W*  ^^^  *"«»»*  replied  her  motherT^  but 
he  said  that  he  had  been  no  credit  to  his  name, 
and  so  preferred  to  forget  it.  He  told  ui 
there  was  no  one  to  mourn  for  him,  and  that 
if  he  slipped  out  of  life,  it  would  matter  to 
no  (me.  Then  because  he  had  no  money  to 
pay  us  for  being  kind  to  him,  he  told  us  of  the 
wcmderful  find  of  gold  which  he  had  made  in 
tiie  hills  beyond  the  great  morasses.  He  might 
have  been  a  millionaire,  if  he  could  have  lived 
a  few  weeks  IcHifler;  but  as  it  was,  he  died  in 
absolute  dertitutioe.* 

*  It  was  bad  for  him,  but  it  will  be  lovely  for 
us;  and  just  think,  if  father  had  not  found  him 
dving  in  liie  snow,  we  should  never  have  heard 
of  tiie  gold,*  said  Dora,  with  a  rapt  look. 

Still,  it  does  not  seem  right  that  we  should 
have  the  sole  benefit  of  what  he  found,  when 
perhaps  somewhere  in  the  world  there  are 
people  belonging  to  him,  who  have  a  greater 
claim,'  OUve  remarked,  in  a  dubious  tone. 

But  we  have  not  got  the  gold  yet,  have 
^?  And  it  may  turn  out  to  be  a  mistake 
after  all,*  suggested  Gretchen,  with  the  sturdy 
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S3S''Sj^o'*S'^°'^'"u"  displayed,  which 
S^«  S>"***  now.  i^ouffh  tii^  quickly 
^Hsime  senoui  again.    The  lawning  was  not 

£f  Jir^'*?^  ^^  ^^  thinking^the  dw 
taBveUep  who  wa.  to  set  forth  It  daybre^ 
^  his  face  towards  the  wilderness  Ld^e 
pen^  of  the  unknown. 

that  ^?^**?''*'*^"«f.f^"**'^«"^  who  died 
that  mij^t  serve  to  identify  hun  ? '  persistS 

Ohve.  when  they  had  crept,^iW^LS  to 

ttX'  d*^"«?  "^^  ^^^  cold^f^ia^W 
b^«ie  dawn,  to  rouse  up  the  fire  and  cook 

«irIS®"j  ^"1  ^^y  *  «™an  book  of  rouffh 
sketehes  done  in  charcoal,  or  the  end  of  a  K 
rtack.  which  is  about  the  same  thine  iT^I 
see.  what  did  I  do  with  it  r  LidX  si^X 
huntaig  through  a  very  tuLblS'^,.b::k^t 

iwc^'^hri^'^^  ''^*  a>uld^^\^*the 
aiscoveiy  of  who  he  was,  so  far  as  I  can  see  » 

.hZ^r  y^i  ^^  ^^»  ""^^^  was  mei^  aTeW 

waTffll^  W^^?  ^PP^-^^  paper.^but  rt 
J^^^^^^gi^amng  to  end  with  drawinire. 
done  with  a  burnt  stick.  A  queer  coUectiS 
they  were,  but  aU  of  them  sh^^eS  d^er 

qmet  face,  with  a  resolute  jaw  while  nririfS 

m,..        ?^  Iwve  I  sem  a  chin  like  thatV* 
muimured  Olive,  passing  aU  her  ma^^^l 
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ances  in  mental  review  before  her  eyes,  in  a 
vain  effort  to  remember;  and  then  she  said  to 
her  mother,  *  There  is  more  than  enough  here 
to  establish  the  identity  of  the  poor  dead  man, 
if  we  could  only  come  across  the  people  who 
knew  him.  Don't  you  think  we  ought  to  take 
great  care  of  the  l)ook,  mother  T ' 

*  Suppose  you  take  it  then,  dear ;  it  is  sure  to 
be  safe  with  you/  said  Mrs.  Scarth,  with  a 
happy  shifting  of  the  responsibility  on  to  some- 
one else,  which  was  a  way  she  had. 

Olive  nodded,  and  slipped  the  little  book  into 
her  writing  case  ;  if  it  were  left  about,  Bluey 
and  Benny  might  take  it  some  day  for  fire- 
lighting,  or  the  manufacture  of  paper  pellets 
to  be  used  as  ammuni  Jon  for  pop-guns  when 
peas  were  scarce. 

Jacob  Scarth  awoke  in  jubilant  spirit  ,  he 
had  dreamed  that  he  had  found  the  golc.  ,rith- 
out  any  trouble  at  all,  and  that  he  was  io  rich 
he  haraly  knew  how  to  spend  his  money  fast 
enough. 

*  fi  is  a  good  omen  to  dream  lika  that  on  the 
eve  of  a  journey,'  he  said  in  a  moved  tone,  as 
he  told  them  ai  hi;  dream,  standing  by  the 
breakfast-table.  *  And  oh,  my  dear  ones,  my 
dear  ones,  it  j  for  your  sakes  I  yeam  to  be  rich, 
that  you  may  know  no  lade  in  bed  and  board, 
that  you  may  realize  your  ambitions,  and  see 
the  fulfilment  of  every  cheridied  fancy.  For 
myself  I  do  not  care  very  much ;  a  roof  to  shelter 
me,  a  crust  to  eat,  a  book  to  read,  and  all  God's 
wonderful  creations  to  admire,  these  are  enough, 
and  more  than  enough.    But  I  want  you  all 
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to  have  the  very  bert  and  choicert  of  all  that 
^  ,  i^u»3r,  oecauie  I  am  going  for  you 

A^Settl'thr^*  ^t!*'  ^ 
l»im,  YMH^^Hn^i^^x.^^  '^'^'^  upon 
then  BIu^^  b2L^  "^^  **"«■  •"^  ki"«  J 
cwt  th«Sel^  ?^^kJ*"*,"^^"?  »  and 
fain  to  ^^ITt^^^"^  !^^'  '"»^ng  him 

irame  of  mind^^   ""   ^"^^   »   c*»e«'iil 

But  come  I  .hSTrf  «I?t%~?'*'"«»*°- 
or  I  think  tur^«»Lr**  ^. /*«'  «»ured, 
heart  I^^  moment  would   break   my 

iivX'f";.^  d '' .f ' .'  5"?  °»t  Olive  impul- 
without  y«,  *   ^  •*"*  '«'*«"  be  miserable 

eom?bad^  hTSud  "^ri  *?"  "j'^  '"'«  I 
"■earted,  yrt  by  thTver^!^  *°  J*""  ^^t- 

he  ma&tainVw.*  ^co^Lf  %^  '^tif "> 
on  you  two  must  rertttr^Sd  en  omf iT'^'' 
for  you  are  the  eldest,  aJd'^'l  hl^'^^^' 
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qMured  your  mother  worry,  fo  3roa  mutt  be 
careful  that  ihe  if  spared  now.* 

*  Oh,  OUve,  waan't  H  awf^  t  I  fdt  aa  if  I 
■hould  break  my  heart,  but  you  were  as  quiet 
and  unmoved  ai  >i  ifiont,*  sobbed  Dora,  when 
her  father  on  sno^ -shoes,  with  the  sledge 
gliding  idong  behind  him,  was  a  vanishing 
speck  in  the  white  distance. 

P:'t  Olive  neither  moved  nor  spoke,  standing 
silently  watching  until  her  father  had  disap- 
peared round  the  angle  of  a  hill  that  was 
dothed  from  base  to  summit  with  low  scrubby 
larches,  looking  black  and  dead  against  their 
setting  of  blue  sky  and  white  snow.  Then  she 
roused  herself,  uivered  a  little,  and  asked, 
*  Is  that  the  Dease  Water  trail  round  there,  the 
place  where  father  found  the  man  who  was 
dying  from  want  ?  * 

*  Yes,'  replied  Dora,  as  the  two  turned  back 
towards  home.  *  Fa&erhad  gone  for  firewood, 
and  when  he  came  back,  he  had  got  the  man 
lying  on  the  wood-sledge.  When  he  died, 
father  and  Ezra  Pratt  made  him  a  coffin  out 
of  packing-cases,  then  they  thawed  out  the 
snow  and  dug  him  a  grave.  But  there  was  no 
minister,  so  fother  had  to  read  the  burial  ser- 
vice. There  was  not  even  a  cemetery  lot  laid 
out,  so  tiiey  had  to  mark  one  out  uien,  and 
arrange  everything.* 

*■  Is  Orsay  going  to  be  a  town  7 '  asked 
Olive,  in  surpnse;  so  far  she  had  only  seen  the 
house  at  the  Point,  on  the  bank  of  the  creek, 
where  the  mail  sledge  had  dropped  her  and  her 
baggage  yesterday  afternoon. 
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'Oh.  yei,  it  it  aU  Uid  out  in  town  tr*. ■ 

MUM  the  l«nd  w«i  io  cheap,  and  he  aa^SUt^ 
malte  .bout  five  timet  u  mndh  otS^^,^ 

Bu?*nn  •  '"'  •'  «>«  time  to  MdSr'riS' 
"at  no  one  wuiU  to  build  n  f.,    .„J^ 
pUnt^  ^  the  lot.  irith  XtoS  lISVS?'  "• 

who^^rbuf  litUe'^.r*  V  "k^  Olive, 
home "i^beSui^  i^  ?L  n'JSJ'  fJ!?*^'  »' 

they  w.S??SS'uD  tW^ ""?  '*r''°°«  "hen 

'The  v^  tightof  ttri2S^^i„T""°™  *""^Ky- 

come  bacit  untilit  i.  talfi.r^'  ^  ^'^'J'  «'™'t 
d.e^luS"fiit«e'in^*^±«*°r'  *^«» 

there  was  so  mimh  i**»i  ;JTu     .""•       *  ou  see, 

feel  »  i,  I  couldJriee'r'riX^Z^ftS^  SZ^t^ 
"«i,  ana  leit  there  untU  you  «re  rested  i  • 
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exclaimed  Dora ;  then  uiged  Olive  to  a  brisker 
pace  to  get  her  home  the  sooner. 

Mrs.  Scarth  had  gone  to  bed  to  cry  hersslf 
to  sleep,  because  she  was  too  low-spirited  to 
keep  awake ;  and  Olive  crept  in  beside  her, 
and  being  too  worn  out  for  tears,  she  fell  asleep 
at  once. 

Bluey  and  Benny  had  gone  to  school.  Dora 
and  Gretchen  were  noddmg,  one  on  either  side 
of  the  stove  in  the  kitchen,  while  outside  the 
sun  poured  down  with  the  fervour  of  an  English 
June. 

Spring  was  coming  with  giant  strides  while 
daybght  lasted,  but  with  the  falhng  of  night 
the  frost  would  bite  agam,  and  spnng  would 
stay  her  steps  for  a  fairer  day. 

That  afternoon  when  Bluey  and  Benny  came 
rushing  home  from  school,  they  brought  tidings 
witii  them  of  the  kind  that  shakes  a  new  place 
to  its  centre,  and  makes  or  ruins  a  town  in  a 
dav. 

There  has  been  a  big  copper  find  in  Jimmy 
Timson's  lot,  that  is  just  bdow  ours  on  Second 
Avenue.  Everyone  is  nearly  wild  about  it, 
and  Ezra  Pratt  says  that  father  can  make  ten 
times  as  much  money  for  his  land  to-day  as  he 
gave  for  it  a  year  ago,*  shouted  Bluey,  rushing 
into  the  house  like  a  whiriwind,  while  Benny 
came  tearing  after. 

*  Father  aTways  said  there  was  copper  on  our 
land,'  cried  Dora,  her  cheeks  pink  i^th  excite- 
ment. '  But,  oh  dear,  how  tiresome  it  is  that 
he  started  before  the  news  came  I  I  wonder  if 
mother  can  sell  the  land  for  him  ? ' 
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to^^'if  .t  ^?T  '•"»«''*  a  sense  of  iW 

h?w,S3d'*jS'h£n'"»  ''"fetter^  let^ 
•oon,  and  ttoi  ttJs /^l^T"*!^  *»  start  ro 
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CHAPTER  THE  FIFTH 
The   Boom 

In  just  one  week  Onay  flashed  into  tre- 
mendous importance  in  mining  circles.  Men 
swarmed  in  tram  every  quarter  and  land  was 
taken  up  at  ruinous  pnces,  for  the  vein  of 
copper  was  said  to  be  the  richest  ever  dis- 
covered. The  scaffold  poles  of  the  SHhim 
Hotel  hegaa  to  go  up,  and  the  whole  place  was 
in  a  ferment. 

The  commotion  was  still  risinff  on  the  morn- 
ing when  Olive  went  down  to  the  store.  This 
was  a  little  house  under  the  hill  where  Ezra 
Pratt  lived,  and  where  he  sold  anything  and 
everything  for  which  he  could  find  a  purchaser. 
01ive*s  errand  was  to  discova  how  much  her 
father  was  in  his  debt,  and  to  pi^  what  ^^e 
could  of  it  from  the  money  she  had  in  hand.' 

There  was  a  curiously  subdued  look  about 
her,  as  if  she  were  afraid  of  what  she  was  going 
to  hepr.  In  truth  the  burden  of  home  was 
pressiiig  upon  her,  and  she  was  wondering 
how  she  c^d  possibly  manage  to  keep -things 
going  with  the  resources  at  her  dkposai. 

Erara  Pratt  had  blossomed  into  a  boarding- 
house  keeper  in  these  days  of  Ixxmi,  and  pro- 
babfy  he  was  makii^  mon^  hand  ovor  hand, 
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hJ^J"^  ^""^  "JP  ^  '"^^  prices,  and  he 

likf  a  fiT  an5  .  5  ^^^'F^  man.  with  an  eye 
HKc  a  iisli,«md  a  very  dominant  manner.    Th»e 

^J^'j.       11    ,   pocKet,  and  a  swafircrer  of  nma. 
^*  rJSi  •  ^*5,*^  "^^a^ted  front. 

lois  way  r  and  Ezra  svung  open  the  door  ,5 
h«  puvate  apartment.  whichVa?ia^^m 

^1;  ??L.  T"'  ^  ^^  «■"*  «>«»  children. 
mTIII'^  "''^  "  »*  least  as  clean  as  S 
We,  and  there  was  something  in  the  bc^S^l 

stove  which  aroused    Olive's  imtiit  Som. 
^^her  tortrdtch  out  a  tte^*hiS^ 

S^aon-t'^  a^T^ca^I  ^"^°! 

to  £  tSi!!£,°^'*'.**^*  ^"'^^  o«*  there  ain't 

SkTf^  •  •  ^  *^^  ^ould  about  dear  out 
the  pCTwisions  in  ten  minutes,  if  MaivTasn^t 
there  to  see  after  'em  when  Vm  Slw^v 

keeper's  tcme  changed  &om  dvil  explanation 
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to  brusque  business,  and  again  Oliye  felt  a 
thrill  go  through  her,  which  was  like  stroigth 
for  combat. 

*  I  have  come  to  see  how  much  your  bill  is 
against  my  father/  she  said  quietly. 

Ezra  ducked  his  squat  form  into  what  he 
deemed  a  respectful  bow.  *  That  b  soon  told, 
miss.  A  himdred  dollars  for  out-fitting  him 
in  this  prospecting  busmess,  which  to  my 
way  of  thinking  was  a  little  bit  of  a  mistake, 
for  although  your  pa  is  a  clever  man,  and  an 
out-and-out'  gentleman,  he  ain't  cut  out  for 
the  prospecting  lay.  Then  there  is  the  old 
account,  which  stands  at  one  hundred  and 
fif^  dollars,  total  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars, 
ana  your  pa  said  that  you  would  pay,  miss.* 
Ezra  s  square  jaw  snapped  on  the  last  word, 
and  his  fishy-looking  eye  noted  the  panic  in 
Olive's  face, 

*  But  I  haven't  got  the  money  1 '  she  gasped. 
'Not  with  you  of  course;    it  wouldn't  be 

wise,  miss,  with  all  that  crowd  tumbling  over 
one  another  outside.  But  your  pa  said 
that  you  would  pay.  "My  eldest  daughter 
has  money,  Mr.  Pratt ;  she  will  see  you  paid," 
were  the  words  he  used,'  said  Ezra  solemnly, 
and  staring  harder  than  ever. 

OUve  f oi^ht  a  hysterical  desire  for  laughter ; 
she  could  see  her  father  standing  where  she 
stood,  and  in  his  dreamy  impractical  manner 
elevating  hex  poor  little  teacher's  salary  into  a 
competency  which  would  be  equal  to  every 
demand  that  could  be  made  upon  it.  But  tears 
were  very  near  to  kughtor,  and  she  choked 
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^  t£?a?I^  S:"^  i'?!!'^.  deter. 

c^y  my  salary  to  d^u^  ^^t  I  t^ll 
ttrty  dollara  saved,  which  iNrill  briw  you  It 
once,  and  the  rest  I  wiU  pay  as  somi  i/l  Jn 
earn  the  money.  Mv  sali/a^BX^  fX 
has  stopped  untU  de  sctSoIhousTte  «lS 

Z  S.?  '^  «™  »»«y  -  othe^r;; 

ab^Ifc^.T«i'*1  ??^  '°°'^*^  uncomfort- 
aoie.  He  was  fond  of  his  mouev.  and  did  not 
care  to  have  only  the  word  of  a^Us  ^^ 
for  tie  payment  of  a  debt,    gut  tt^^M 

wlTh'^^H'-  *f  ^"~  «°<J  attitude  rf  Oh" 
^chfapt  him  from  the  utterance  of  aU  the 
^Mgreeable   thmgs  he  would  have  Uked   to 

Oct  jr. 

eoidd  IhZ^^"  •'""  »%  right  here  now,  he 
b^?tomk^„?T  .T°^y  •'y  '«"'"«  them  five 
M  tone  ^  ^  •*""*  °"*  ^  »  reproach- 

ui '  ^  '?°'^''  she  answered  with  a  shiver  for  ahr 

Mf^'^eh'M  "  V^'  mat Wtht 
ost  letter,  which  had  been  the  cause  of  hasten- 

W^*  11  u      ^^®  ventured  timidly,  *  But  the 
'I  doubt  it,  very  much  I  doubt  it,'  said 
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*rru.  **^*^n«  J"s  head  from  side  to  side. 
Tbia  copper  craze  ain't  the  sort  of  thine  to 
last,  and  copper  mines  have  a  trick  of  endinir 
up  unexpected.  Land  is  booming  now.  ^ 
tii^  are  ludnr  people  who  have  got  it  to  seU: 
but  once  it  slumps  aflain,  as  slump  it  wiU,  no- 
body  needn't  look  for  Orsay  land  to  fetch 
more  than  till^  price,  and  that  isn't  high  in 
the  Stikine  valley,  as  you  know  very  well.' 

How  long  do  you  think  it  will  boom?' 
sne  asked  anxiously. 

♦^n^S"'^  ^l  ?  **^^  *  ^^^^^  man  to  fore- 
♦S-*    \^"^j°*  *  copper-pocket,  and  I  ain't 

miss  ?    he  demanded  abruptly. 

*  We  do  not  know.  He  said  two  weeks,  two 
months,  or  perhaps  not  until  next  winter.'  she 
answered. 

«  *A^^  ?^^'*  *"™  "P  *»"  *h«n.  it  wiU  be  to 
find  his  chance  gone  with  the  land,  and  most 
likely  he  wiU  come  home  poorer  than  he  set 
out,    went  on  Ezra  in  a  gloomy  tone.    'But 

m*5c«  ^^  ini^T  y**""  ^^  ^  ^^'^  straight, 
miss,  and  I'U  take  your  word  for  it  that  you 
will  see  me  paid.*  ^ 

*  Indeed  I  will,'  said  Ohve  earnestly,  and  the 
look  in  her  eyes  was  an  assurance  in  itself. 

1  will  go  home  now  and  consult  my  mother, 
then  perhaps  we  can  settle  what  is  best  to  do 
to  raise  the  money  quickly.' 

*  That  is  as  you  please,  miss,'  he  said  a  little 
dubiously,  for  although  he  stood  in  the  position 
of  creditor,  while  she  was  the  debtor,  he  was 
afraid  of  offending  her  by  si^gesting  a  way  out 
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'  Th-^l*^      .?"  **'*"  account. 
km^^th"C^i^''^i|."^bout  „  near 
one  to  be.    W?w  i  M.^     "  P<»'We  for  any- 

dipper  S^the^^irSe^^^lKLTK^ 
to  cook  aU  the  food  ht^  n  .?"" '^ 
recktm  on  a  sood  8t«S»  kSSt'  •  ?  *"  ^^^ 
tor  the  be^  ^olVX"^  S^mV1«!,^" 
to  pay  a  wage  that  woiS^nrt  be  W  ^  JT^ 
"'?,HP*»„«'e  level  of  that  delToteSv  *" 

Olive  flushed  a  distreuftii  Jj'"  iJP"*' 
the  roots  of  her  hair  ^™^  ^  "8"  "P  to 

revolt  at  what^e  ^7^^  ^K  P"***  r°^  » 
pertinence    ^    T.    °^™  the  man's  im- 

K^me  to  d;;?oAof  S:^?  "Jm""?  ""^^ 

Xt^^c.-j^t^frS5e" 

pwss  you  mean  to  see  me  paid  •  ^sS3**l''  ' 
■at^  to  1^  her  pass  outT/^^r^eX; 

hbrn"  ^™*^  "P  *•»»  hill  towards 

^mg  crusned  down  by  an  intolerable 
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irdght.  What  was  she  to  do?  It  was  her 
father's  burden  which  she  had  to  carry,  and 
it  was  liis  debt  that  must  be  paid;  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  dollars :  what  could  she  do  ? 
But  even  that  debt  was  not  all  her  burden. 
There  was  the  other  question  ot  how  they  were 
to  live  if  her  father's  return  were  to  be  delayed. 
The  land  and  the  house  were  theirs,  but  they 
must  have  food  and  clothing.  How  were  these 
to  be  provided,  when  the  mcome  was  nil  ? 

•  Oh,  if  I  were  a  man,  how  I  could  work  I  * 
she  cried  tb  herself,  standing  still  in  the  sun- 
shine, and  thrustinff  her  hands  upward  as  if 
to  push  away  the  burden  that  threatened  to 
crush  her  with  its  weight.  Hien  suddenly  she 
burst  out  laughing,  saying  vaadet  her  breath, 
'What  silly  creatures  we  are  to  hug  oiur  poor 
little  rags  of  pride  and  self-esteem !  People 
who  owe  money  have  no  right  to  be  proud. 
I  will  go  home  and  bring  mother  round  to 
my  way  of  thinking,  if  I  can.* 

Dora  came  dancing  out  of  the  door  to  meet 
her.  *Why,  Olive,  what  have  you  been 
doing  ?  *  she  cried.  *  Gr^^  tehen  and  I  have  been 
simply  screaming  with  laughter,  as  we  watched 
^u.  Was  it  Lady  Macbeth  you  were  do'  ♦»,  or 
Hamlet?  The  way  you  lifted  up  your  hanf  ^md 
then  clapped  them  together  was  quite  too  fui  jiy. 
If  father  does  not  find  that  gold,  you  might  do 
Jjorse  than  go  about  the  country  reciting 
Shakespeare.  I  would  come  with  you,  and 
dress  you  for  your  parts;  it  would  be  really 
iolly.' 

*We  can  consider  that  later;    at  present 
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thCTc  is  more  senous  business  to  occupy  our 
attention.  Come  in  and  let  us  talk  to  mother 
n^^V**    ^i^^r^  ilippinghwannthrou/h 

2?IL'n*?'l*^'^"«L^«  ^°«d«  «»«  kitchen, 
whCTe  Gretehen  was  ineading  a  batch  of  bread 

the  lump  of  dough  with  great  zeal  anaenergy. 
Must  we  dp  the  talking  now  ?    See  hS; 
the  sun  IS  shinmg.    I  was  going  to  walk  over 

I  am  fiUed  with  the  fear  that  thSse  nSners 
will  start  OTubbmg  hdes  in  our  land  if  we 
do  not  look  after  them/  pouted  Dora,  who 
scented  something  disagreeable  in  the  pro- 
posed discussion,  and  would  avoid  it  if  she 
could. 

;  Yes.  we  must  do  it  now,  for  unfortunately 
It  IS  not  one  of  the  things  that  can  wait,*  said 
uiive,  with  unconscious  sternness.  Life  had 
suddenly  become  a  very  real  and  serious  thing 
with  her,  and  the  effect  of  it  showed  in  her  face 
and  manner. 

Mrs.  Scarth,  gently  swaying  to  and  fro  in  a 
rockmg-chair,  was  attempting  the  repair  of 
Benny  8  knickerbockers;  but  as  she  had 
never  been  used  to  patching,  the  result  of  her 
endeavour  left  much  to  be  desked. 

'  My  dear  Olive,  how  serious  you  look  I 
Has  anything  gone  wrong  ? »  she  asked,  hei 
thoughts  flying  swiftiy  to  her  abi^nt  husband. 
Im  afraid  that  matters  are  not  very 
nght,  rejoined  Olive  cravely ;  then  she  burrt 
out.  Mother,  why  didn't  vou  tdl  me  how 
very  poor  we  are  ?  ' 
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*  Are  we  poor  ? '  asked  Mrs.  Scarth  Tmruely. 
*  I  mean,  are  we  poorer  than  usual  ?  We  iSways 
seem  to  be  at  our  last  easp  financially^  and 
then  somethinff  turns  up? 

*  I  am  alraia  that  nothing  will  turn  up  this 
time,  imless  we  turn  it  up  ourselves,'  Olive 
answered,  with  asperity  in  her  tone.  It  was 
the  feelinff  that  sne,  and  she  alone,  was  re- 
sponsible for  the  payment  of  tliis  debt  to  Ezra 
^att  which  set  her  nerves  on  edge,  and  gave 
the  sharpness  to  her  speech. 

*  What  is  the  use  of  putting  on  tragic  airs 
and  expecting  us  to  be  sympathetic,  if  you 
don't  tell  us  what  is  wrong  ? '  demanded 
Dora  impatiently,  while  Gretehen  took  her 
hands  out  of  the  dough  and  stood  resting 
them  on  the  edge  of  Uie  bread-pan,  gazing 
at  Olive  in  a  startled  fashion.  Even  Mrs. 
Scarth  lost  some  of  her  usual  placidity  of 
manner,  as  she  ceased  rocking  cund  let  her  work 
drop  to  the  floor. 

*  We  owe  Ezra  Pratt  two  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars;  we  have  no  money  to  pay  with,  except 
the  thirty  dollars  I  brought  home  with  me; 
we  have  nothing  to  live  upon  through  the 
summer,  except  a  few  bushels  of  potatoes,  some 
of  which  will  be  needed  for  planting  in  a  week 
or  two,  as  soon  as  the  frost  is  out  of  the  ground ; 
and  what  are  we  to  do  ? '  burst  out  OUve. 

*My  dear  child,  do  not  be  so  violent;  you 
will  make  yourself  HI,'  said  "Mis,  Scarth  re- 
provingly. 

Olive  caught  her  breath  in  a  strangled  gasp 
and  sat  heavily  down  in  the  nearest  chair,  but 
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Doro  Jjaid  in  •  petulant  tone,  •How  liUy  to 
come  home  scaring  us  in  this  fashion  aboVit  a 
^tJe  bit  of  money  like  that,  when  any  day 
S  gddT^  ^'ne  back  with  chunks  and  c^unl^ 

«»/^n?*y*  ^^  ^'^  ^^  ^^^^  *^d  ^  may  not.* 
£^  £ir.?f{?^  to  speak  in  a  matL-of- 
»ct  tone,  although  she  was   trembUns  with 

S?^*'^''-  i?f  ,?  ^*  ^  unfortunate.  ^ 
finds  no  gold  at  all,  think  how  dreadful  it  will 
DC  for  him  to  come  home,  worn  out  with  toil 
and  disappointment,  to  find  us  hopelessly  in 
debt ;  why  it  would  be  enough  to  Wk  him 
down  completely.'  ^ 

it  •*  iSTuf'^'^P**^.  ®^  ^    ^«  w  suw  to  find 

was^e^";nW-  A  ^**  r^'  "^^  «^d  i* 
wh  «  if  u  ^^  ^y"«  »^^ays  speak  the 
truth,  as  I  have  heard  it  constantly  S^ed/ 

Oi  course  father  wiU  find  it !' ^ed  Dora. 

Olive,  that  you  do  not  deg«ierateinto  a  regular 
M-joy;^  I  know  it  is  not  good  form  to^ti- 

?h?n?!^  K^T  ^^  y*""  ^  *  ^^^^  bit  older 
than  I  am^  but  I  have  noticed,  since  you  came 

Home,  that  you  are  anxious  and  careworn,  dis- 

^^  u^u  ^^  ^*b  an  awful  seriousness, 
and  altogether  developing  into  a  worry.' 

bomeone  must  worry  when  there  is  debt. 
^A  '^^v!^'^^*^  P*y  '^  i  besides,  we  must  liv< 
*A  Tnf^o  *®i^*  ^^^^  coming  from  to  pay 
food  bilk?  Father  left  me  mdbarge  of  ?^S 
f^L^^  I  jnustdo  iny  duty,'  said  Oh?e,  wi4  a 
catch  m  her  breath. 

*  Why  cannot  we  let  the  bills  stand  over  for  a 
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little  while? '  asked  Mn.  Scartb  easily.  * Esra 
Pratt  knows  that  he  will  be  paid  some  day; 
it  is  not  as  if  we  were  vuLnr,  cheating 
people.' 

Olive  slipped  on  her  knees  beside  the  rock- 
ing-chair and  gathered  her  mother's  hands 
mto  a  loving  clasp ;  the  time  had  come  to  plead 
now,  and  she  must  do  it  wisely  for  all  their 
sakes.  *  Dear  mother,  there  is  a  way  to  slide 
that  burden  of  debt  from  our  shoulders,  and 
to  h«dp  us  through  untfl  father  comes  home. 
But  1  cannot  go  deeper  into  debt  at  Ezra 
I^ratt's,  for  he  told  me  to-day  that  his  wife  is 
killing  herself  with  hard  work,  so  if  she  were 
to  die,  poor  little  woman,  I  should  fed  as  if  I 
had  kilkd  her.' 

'  What  nonsense ! '  interposed  Dora  sharply. 
•  Why  should  you  be  responsible,  because  some- 
one dies  of  overworic  in  the  effort  to  get  rich 
quickly?  Ezra  Pratt  is  making  mon^  very 
fast  now,  and  his  wife  could  have  help  if  she 
chose.* 

She  cannot  get  it,  poor  little  woman ;  her 
husband  told  me  this  morning  that  there  are 
thirty  men  to  be  cooked  for  every  evening,  and 
she  has  three  little  chilfben  to  care  for  as  well. 
Mother,  I  want  you  to  let  me  go  and  cook  for 
her  unta  our  debt  is  paid,'  pleaded  Olive. 
_  B  J*  you  can't  cook  I '  expostulated  Birs. 
Scarth,  her  vdcc  rising  almost  to  a  scream. 

'  I  could  soon  learn,  and  lam  sure  that  those 
rough,  hungry  men  would  not  be  very  parti- 
cular, or  require  anything  beyond  my  power  to 


compass,'  Olive  said  with  a  smile,  although  she 
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thing,  Ohve  I '  bunt  out  Dora  ia  a  whiriwind 

hteSy'wo™  "°^r/  J^™  •»"  «v«^ 

«r^  t    ?^  DCTotc.       If  father  ffcts  rich    anH 

vL^rfS^  i??ufP',"'''  O^wing-rocn,  ;md 

I~J  kTL**?*  workup,.  «,  ,1  coofc-maid  at  a 
^„,^~^ood.  bpardi^-hous,    oCv   a    few 

S^i   •,'  PJ«»  «pression  was  so  hopekilv 
ft^^  ^rf*^'  !J^  ""  ""'Pine  in  a^S 

woman,  a.  wdl  as  the  first  ladyTtheJI^ 
SS^it-SLf  ^  -"-e  that  she  Ud%^t^i 
fS?  'J™*.  ""*  no  disgrace.'  ' 

shoSd!  i  '^1,-^  "'  '*™*'  I  know  I 
Ske  th Jtt  °u^^  *°  remember  a  thing 
m^^  '*  *"•*  "**■»»'*  "*ed  Dora  veh^! 

^t^V^^"^^'  '**.?*  8°  ""^  help  Ohve 
«  Mrs.  Pratt  s ;  it  would  not  be  so  bad  if  two 
of  us  were  there,'  burst  out  Gretchen  wh^ 
was  punching  the  dough  iww  Srith  trem^ 
dous  energv.  'I  should^st  love  S  do  iMo?I 
don  t  mind  housework,  'or  looking  X?  chil- 
dren; it  i,  cows  that  I  am  so  muXafiiid 

Olive's  arm  sHd  round  her  mother  in  . 
dos«  embrace.  'Dear  moth  J,  dTyou  hV 
there  are  two  of  US  ready  to  g,;  and  Ck  out 

8» 
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that  debt;    so   will  you   please  say  yes,  as 
father  would  say  it  if  he  were  here.' 

*  Do  you  think  he  would  say  ves  ? '  asked 
Mrs.  Scaxth,  who  was  always  ready  to  bend  to 
a  stronger  will  than  her  own. 

*  I  am  sure  that  he  would,'  answered  Olive. 
*  You  know,  mother,  that  he  has  never  shirked 
any  labour,  however  hard,  that  would  make  for 
our  comfort,  and  we  should  be  veay  ungrateful 
children  if  we  did  not  do  our  part  al^.* 

*  I  would  not  mind  if  you  were  boys,  but  it 
is  dreadful  to  think  of  ffirls  having  to  do  dirt^, 
heavy  work  for  money,  sighed  IM&s.  Scarth,  m 
a  distinctly  yielding  tone. 

*  If  we  were  boys,  I  am  afraid  that  we  should 
not  be  of  much  use  to  Mr  Pratt,'  laughed 
Olive;  and  then  she  gave  her  mother  a  tre- 
mendous hug,  bade  Gretchen  put  the  bread  in 
front  of  the  fire  to  rise  quiddy,  and  she  her- 
self went  off  down  the  hill,  to  astonish  Mrs. 
Pratt  with  an  offer  of  assistance. 

But  Dora  cried  on  and  on,  and  would  not  be 
comforted ;  it  was  not  entirely  disgust  at  this 
new  development  that  made  her  woe:  the  fear 
was  gaining  ground  in  her  heart  that  the  riches 
might  not  be  so  near  as  she  had  expected. 

She  wanted  to  be  rich  so  badly.  There 
seemed  to  her  to  be  nothing  in  life  worth 
having,  if  she  could  not  have  money  too. 

The  career  sbt  had  planned  for  herself  was 
a  whirling  round  of  pleasure  and  enjoyment. 
That  it  was  wholly  selfish  never  once  occurred 
to  her ;  and  she  bitterly  resented  Olive's  way  of 
looking  ahead   and  providing  for  the  future. 
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because  of  the  doubt  which  the  «»ution  imnlied 

-^!ii!!!*^-  *^^"*   yf*''  munnured  Mrs.   Scarth 
repine,  so,  Dora  darling,  be  thankful  if  you  can.' 


If 


Rafter  the  sixth 

Hoping  against  Hope 

Jacob  Scabth  belonged  to  a  good  old  York- 
shire famify,  bet  he  was  the  younger  son  <A  a 
younger  s<m  ;  and  although  he  had  been  reared 
m  an  aristocratic  iiome,  with  every  possible 
social  privilege,  when  he  came  to  man's  estate 
he  had  to  face  the  probfem  d  earning  his  own 
living.  A  private  secretary's  post  was  found 
for  mm,  in  which  he  was  expected  to  do  gr^t 
things;  but  somehow  he  failed  to  achieve  dis- 
tinction, and  married  an  orphan  girl  as  poor  M 
himself,  and  as  well  bred.  Then  fortime  snuled 
on  him ;  an  old  aunt  of  Mrs.  Scarth's  died  in- 
testate, and  she  being  the  next,  and  only  kin, 
came  in  for  the  money. 

On  this  they  lived  in  much  comfort,  until 
an  imrest  of  mind  and  body  came  upon  them, 
and  a  desire  to  increase  their  modest  compe- 
tence to  great  wealth,  for  the  sake  of  their 
children,  induced  them  to  emigrate. 

Since  that  time  they  had  been  steadily 
drifting  lower  and  lower  into  poverty.  For  a 
time  they  had  lived  on  a  frmt  ranch  outside 
Vmicou  '  City,  and  it  was  when  that  venture 
failed  that  Olive  took  the  post  of  teacher  at 
Redway  Falls,  battling  bravely  with  home- 
sickness  and  hard  work,  until  the  disaster  of  the 


Hoping  against  Hope        ^^ 

wrestle  with  bigger  problems  than  anv  she 
had  ever  before  had  to  face.  ^  ^^ 

do^'  S^  ^^ff^^^  ^^r^^  ^  «he  went 
nh^K  ^  u*"]^  t.*°  ^^  Watt's  store.  Her 
f  ^2^  ^  ^^^  ^  sheltered  and  seethe  ^ 
wa^  ^  ^r  '  ^'^  ^y  7*^^  quest^T'of 
S^t^!T;n?%^y  shortage^nywhere, 
until  aftw  the  birtii  of  Benny,  eight  y^  ao^ 

The  commg  of  a  bov  into  that  flmiW  ^ 
had  made  her  fi^er  suddenirambitio^ . 
the  son  must  have  a  name  and  a  pla^when  he 

sUuFi  him.  Giris  could  get  aloiiff  with  verv 
little,  uo  her  fether  said,  but  ^s  were  e2 

^'"p^^T^^nJ^  **"«^^  ^  the  world 
«.      ??'  ilf'^  *^^^»  l»ow  much  less  full  of 
^Z^  '^^ht  have  been,  if  he  had  not 
iuddenly  grown  ambitious,'  Ohve  murmured 
^d  WH^M  ^^^Pt^  thinking  of  the  l^S 
and  hardship  fier  father  might  be  endurinc 
just  because  of  his  desire  that  his  cSen 
. «?  ^*^-  "^^«s  and  to  spare. 
We  must  just  do  the  best  we  can,  and  love 
^  '°.  "^"Jhv*^**  ^^  ^"  '^^t  hav^  W  Ir 
ment   wh J^lf^  *^  remember  his    disappoint- 
ment,  when  he  comes  home  as  poor  or  poorer 
than  when  he  set  out,'  she  said  softly;  and  her 
eyes  were  b  urred  with  tears  as  she  thought  of 
the  uncertainty  of  his  return.  ^ 

v.hit^t^^''^  "^^^  momentarily  clear  of  loungers 
when  Ohve  went  m  the  second  time,  and  Ezra 
hlfn«  f^^.  booking  industriously,  his  desk 
being  the  top  of  a  sugar  barrel. 
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There  was  a  iaidi  of  soMething  like  amaze- 
BMnt  ia  hie  faee  for  a  inoiiient,  and  then  he 
swept  his  gretwy  old  cap  from  his  head  with 
an  air  of  genuine  respect,  although  his  speech 
failed  adequately  to  express  his  fedings  on  the 
subject.  *So  you've  thought  it  over,  and 
come  back  to  say  you're  not  too  proud  to  work, 
though  you're  a  hit  too  proiMi  to  be  in  debt. 
You'M  find  Mrs.  Pratt  inside ;  you  settle  with 
her  about  the  work,  and  then  you  and  me  will 
settle  ^bout  tfee  pay.' 

Olive  nodded,  and  passed  unannounced  into 
the  inner  room,  to  feid  Mrs.  Pratt  standmg  at 
a  washtub,  with  one  foot  rodring  the  cradle 
in  which  lay  a  wailing  infant,  while  her  hands 
were  busy  with  the  family  washing. 

*  I  can  do  the  washiiuf,  but  I  am  not  so  sure 
that  I  could  manage  the  baby ;  suppose  you 
■it  down  in  the  rocking-chair  and  comfort  the 
poor  mite,  white  I  get  through  with  this  work,' 
said  Olive,  gently  hustling  the  astonished 
Mrs.  Plratt  into  the  one  comfortable  chair  the 
poor  room  amtained;  and  taking  possession 
<^  the  little  woman's  big  working  apron,  she 
tied  it  on  with  an  air  of  great  determination, 
then  i^ungrd  her  hands  boldly  into  the  evil- 
smelling  soap-suds. 

No  task  could  possibly  have  been  more 
disagreeable.  She  had  washed  frocks  and 
pinafores  for  Bluey  and  Benny,  and  only 
yesterday  she  had  helped  her  mother  and  Dora 
to  do  the  family  washing.  But  that  was  a 
different  matter :  it  was  sweet  to  toil  for  one's 
own  dear  ones  ;  she  and  Dora  had  made  endless 
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Ezra  PtM's  T^t^KJ'i'^y^r^ot 
must,  simply  must  drTn  iT:  **  '^^  "  »  *« 
as  fast  «X  Wd^'^  't  aeam.  and  run  away 

«"d  she  wi^  n"  ^i^  to  M  ki™T<P"i?  P^^  '*• 
'»'P  rt.  As  therT^  not.-  i*  *«  """Id 
•nurt  be  paid  to  S^  ^^^^  """'J''  " 
<™™ncy  of  unseIB.1,  UK  ™°'*  acceptable 
steadil7to  tK^  Jfci"  «^  Wll 

«i.oj&^nuKs^r;*«*«»«thaty«. 

protested  Jfa.  PraTiT^^^i^l.y'"' ' ' 

'I  am  not  a ladv  at  aII  «I^^-??^*^  *<»«• 

of  being  above  X?^^'^f"°''^■«'t »  the  sen« 

™  rough,'  laughed  OBtc  ZJJ^  ^^'^  *«<1 
soap-suds  vrfffi  b^Sd„^'™«  ""^y  at  the 
come  to  help  voaS^^SL ^*^-     ' I   have 

«ffl  like  iZZ'i^tVTfi ""f* ^ '«'p«  y<^ 

money,  and  t^rf^  L^&  ""^  «am 
Pratt  said  that^ou^^^"  ^"^  ''"y-  Mr. 
you  with  the  wodt  aBd«S;  f?*""*  to  help 
capable,  yet  I  d^  i^"?^J,™  "ot^c^ 

f^t^:  '"''"*  '«»<»^-  •  wail^^^*! 


ti 
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Olive  took  her  hands  from  the  soap-suds 
with  a  gesture  of  dismay.  It  had  been  quite 
bad  enough  to  hear  the  baby  cry,  but  when  the 
mother  began  too,  it  was  altogether  beyond 
her  power  of  endurance. 

*  I  am  so  sorry  if  I  have  said  anj^thins  to 
hurt  you,  and  of  course  I  will  not  come  to  help 
if  you  don't  want  me.*  She  stood  over  the 
weeping  woman,  patting  her  with  a  very  damp 
hand  as  she  spoke,  feding  miserably  embar- 
rassed and  ill  at  ease. 

Mrs.  Piatt  caught  her  breath  in  a  sob  and 
suddenly  left  off  crying;  idie  jigged  the  baby 
uj)  and  down  until  that  ceased  oeing  vocally 
miserable,  then  she  lodced  at  Olive,  her  face 
working  with  profoimd  emotion. 

*  You  don't  understand,'  she  said  in  quaver- 
ing tones;  *and  I  pray  God  you  may  never 
h&ve  to  kiK>w  by  experience  how  I've  been 
leeliiig  for  days  past.  It  has  been  killing  me. 
Miss  Scarth,  and  yet  I  didn't  dare  let  go  and 
die  because  of  the  children.  I'm  just  worn 
out ;  there  isn't  a  hoot  in  me  that  doesn't  ache, 
and  the  thought  of  cooking  supper  to-night  for 
all  that  lot  of  men  has  been  almusi  more  than 
I  could  bear,  for  I  felt  I  hadn't  it  in  me  to  do 
another  stroke  erf  work.' 

*Poor  thing,  Mr.  Pratt  should  not  expect 
so  much  from  you,'  burst  out  Olive,  with  the 
indiscretion  id  youth  which  has  not  learned 
the  unwisdom  cf  criticizing  the  conduct  and 
actions  of  married  people. 

*Mr.  Pratt  Is  the  kindest  and  best  of  hus- 
bands 1 '  asserted  the  little  woman  vehemently. 
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nerves  on  the  i3Jh  TJ'" "  '^;'*P'  "  woman's 
is  added  toitrt!^"  •  ^*?  .'''•*°  «"  *e  rest 
7<m^V  '*•  ^^^  »^™  ■»  *^Jy  kflling.  don't 

«^,  and  Shi  *H^^  "''^  *■»«  wash-tub 

S^a^fltt.'^aS.^glX-C^^a^ 

How  her  anns  and  her  back  ach«S  H^£l!^  u 
came  to  the  end  of  h^^  toot  i  ^^^  oetore  she 

J^  What  ^'•S^d^lJl-^XW* 

mised  to  be  ba.*  at  Se  Ze"^y  &.C 
noon,  in  order  to  start  on  coolriJT.  f„.  tu   -S.- 
m«  who  murt  be  fedThr^fc"  **"  ^''^^^ 

^^ii  out  ij^^  gt  :Sbr  B";ir'/ 

Are  you  going  back  again  to^y  ?    May 
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I  come  too  and  hdpf  I  have  dug  all  thii 
piece  this  momiii^,  iat  I  ooidd  not  bear  to  be 
doin^  nothing,  while  you  were  so  hard  at  wcHrk. 
I  thmk  we  shall  have  to  hand-dig  all  our 
ground  this  year  for  planting;  it  will  take  a  lot 
of  time,  ^'Ut  it  will  save  dollars  and  dollars.' 
Gretchen  nodded  her  head  with  an  air  of  great 
wisdom  as  she  spoke.  She  admired  Olive 
more  than  anyone  else  in  the  world,  and  if 
Olive  saw  fit  to  be  severely  practical,  and  tre- 
mendouidy  ^x>nomicaI,  why  then  she  meant  to 
be  practical,  and  economical  also. 

*  Yes,  I*m  going  to  cook  supper  for  all  that 
crowd;  forty  there  will  be  to-night,  for  Mr. 
Pratt  said  that  ten  men  had  come  up  creek 
this  morning,  and  put  their  names  on  the 
slate  for  board.  I  shall  be  very  glad  indeed 
to  have  you,  dear,  if  mother  does  not  mind. 
Mrs.  Pratt  is  too  tired  to  do  more  than  give 
orders,  so  there  will  be  quite  enough  work  to 
keep  two  of  us  very  busy,  especially  as  we  are 
novices  at  the  task.* 

*What  money  will  they  flive  you?*  asked 
Gretchen,  shivering  as  she  &ought  of  the  big 
debt  which  had  to  be  paid. 

*  Ten  ddlars  a  week,  and  for  the  present  I 
shall  let  it  all  stand  to  the  reduction  of  the 
debt,*  said  Olive,  with  a  sigh  of  relief  at  the 
way  out  of  the  difficulty  which  had  been  shown 
to  her. 

*But  what  shaU  we  live  on?*  Gretehen 
asked,  in  a  worried  tone.  *  We  haven't  got 
any  money,  have  we  ?  * 

'  Mr.  Pratt  would  not  take  my  thirty  dollars. 


"^mL^ 
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Ml  am  ffoing  to  work  for  him  •    «>  w.  k 
that,  and  we  can  mak*»  if  «^-  i  *    ^  ^*  "*^« 
«e  cai^fuJ,.  ^plSd   oU  **^S!  T/  "  '^^ 
laying  nicely  now  AnH«^k        i"®   "®^   aw^ 

8urprfsing,t^.7ha?flotn?fK*^^^^°^-  I*" 
without,  if  w5y  we  mJk!  ?  ^'"'"^  '^^  ^««  do 
and  it  i^iJl  come^ui?!^    "^  ^^^  "^»«^«  to  it, 

ber  thaTwe^^'doUl?  T'''^  ^^  '^'"*^'"- 
sake.*  ^  ^°*"«  '*  fo'  dear  father's 

Gretchen  saS^  2?!^  Vi  ^P^'^g  we  want,' 
cloudedTfor  to  flrfc  **"*  ^^^^^'^  fece 
gold  brought  a  aWviS^  .y^'' J^^"*^****  of  the 

Mrs.  Scarth  was  h^^  ^'  mstinctive  dread, 
ache,  and   Wsffif'''^  7*^.*  "^^d  head- 
eclipse  und«pTfit  o/^  *  1?""'**  *^*d  suffered 

meal  was  Li  :  veVteffa^  %  ^^^^^ 
Benny  never  cam*  iZlT^  ^?"'"    "luey  and 

to  enliven  the  K  *'*'  ***"*' 

ba?^i:r:tSe!°^^'etLrs>^'f-8r* 

cried  .CoX  a^he^r  °'  "I  "^  '  '  ^« 

now°l^?f^i,^-  ^S''"^  apta^  hope,  but 

nothing  ,eft'tor^°,*«^da^  tl^re  is 

weak,  quavering  voice  ^*  said  in  a 

Do  you  mean  thatyou  have  had  news  of 


i      » 
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father?'  aiked  Olive,  with  a  sudden  painful 
throb  at  her  heart. 

*  No,  no,  dear.  There  can  be  no  news  of  him 
until  we  see  him.  But  it  is  the  force  of  circum- 
stances that  is  brealdnpf  me  down ;  to  think 
that  one  of  the  Yorkshire  Scarths  should  ever 
come  to  be  a  kitchen  drudoe,  a  common  maid- 
of-all-work,  is  just  appaUing,  and  I  cannot 
stand  up  under  it.' 

*  Dear  mother,  it  won't  hurt  the  Yorkshire 
Scarths  for  me  to  cook  supper  for  forty  hungry 
men ;  there  is  no  disgrace  in  hud  work. 
But  if  I  sat  witli  idle  hands  while  my  father's 
honour  was  smirched  by  debt,  there  might  be 
cause  for  grieving,'  Olive  ans^  ered  m  a  cheery 
tone. 

*  The  debts  can  all  be  paid  twice  over,  when 
your  father  finds  the  gold,'  said  Mrs.  Scarth. 

*I  know  that.  But  imtil  it  is  found  we 
have  got  to  work.  Besides,  there  is  another 
reason  why  I  should  help  Mrs.  Pratt  lust  now ; 
the  poor  little  woman  is  nearly  killed  with 
hard  work,  and  she  looks  upon  me  as  a  sort  of 
angel  of  mercy.  If  it  hurts  you  to  think  of  me 
working  for  money,  just  try  to  forget  about 
the  ten  dollars  a  week,  which  of  course  you  will 
not  see,  and  imagine  that  I  am  helping  the  poor 
thin^  out  of  charity.  It  is  really  a  nice  idea, 
and  if  the  work  should  happen  to  be  extra  dis- 
agreeable, I  will  try  and  regard  it  from  that 
standpoint  myself.'  Olive  laughed,  as  she 
stooped  and  kissed  Mrs.  Scarth,  and  had  the 
satisfaction  of  hearing  her  laugh  returned  as 
she  left  the  room  to  hurry  away  to  her  work. 


Hoping  against  Hope       85 

h.i^  J-  1"  .effort  of  culinarv  ■Idll  t™ 
huge  bowls  of  stirabout  weniK.  mS;  •*  ° 
of  the  ,     t,  „j  ooSis^of  .tSl'S^SI 

popuiw^^th7S^.n^^^  *"^  immensely 

^est  o,  apX^trS^sbo^rM: 

when  the  smoking  dishes  SSi-if-n     *^'  '®H®' 
1^1  'su''^;^-^>-  «-^-.ul  r ^« 
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creek,  and  the  shawl  in  which  she  was  wrapped 
was  neither  big  nor  thick.  But  suddenly 
some  chance  words,  spoken  inside  the  canvas- 
walled  supper-room,  reached  her  ears  and 
held   her   spell-bound. 

*  He  found  it  out  in  a  letter ;  how  he  got 
hold  of  the  letter  I  can't  say,  but  I  guess  he 
would  not  be  particular  about  that,  and  there 
was  a  map  showing  the  route  to  be  taken  across 
the  great  morasses,*  said  the  voice  which  had 
arrested  her  attention  as  she  was  moving 
away. 

*  And  you  say  he  has  gone,  started  already  ? ' 
asked  another  voice,  in  a  tone  of  amazement. 

'  Yes,  he  got  away  as  soon  as  he  could  beg, 
borrow,  or  steal  an  outfit ;  you  see  everything 
depended  on  his  getting  across  the  morasses 
before  the  thaw  came,'  replied  the  first  voice ; 
and  in  her  bewilderment,  Olive  thought  they 
must  be  talking  of  her  father,  but  in  a  minute 
she  was  imdeceived. 

*  I  suppose  he  was  afraid  the  other  man 
would  get  there  first;*  the  second  speaker 
chuckled  with  amusement  at  the  thought  of 
such  a  race,  and  the  sound  made  her  shiver. 
She  stood  still  as  she  had  risen  from  the  keg, 
her  shawl  clutched  tightly  about  her  throat, 
while  she  strained  her  ears  to  listen ;  yet  never 
once  remembered  that  eavesdropping  was  a 
dishonourable  thing,  although  as  a  matter  of 
fact  no  conversation  could  be  regarded  as  very 
private  in  that  crowded  place. 

*  You've  got  it  I  That  is  just  what  he  was 
afraid  of.    You  see  the  otiber  man  was  here 
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ne  cnose.    Sso  Shucks  had  only  cot  what  von 

best  oi  It,  and  gave  out  that  he  was  ofl  to 
Dawson,  by  way  of  the  Portland  C^° 

Ohve  gave  a  great  start,  while  a  cry  that 
was  almost  a  moan  broke  from  her  liw  ^l 
stranger  who  had  rescued  her  from  thfflooded 
sehoolhouse  had  gone  to  Dawso"  by  ITot 

&  told  h«  ^C^r.^t  '^'  M"  fillXfn 
naa  told  her.     Could  it  be  possible  that  thi« 

m^^  had  taken  her  father's'TetiS'aS  Ue^ 

*>iri  UKe,  she  had  akeady  woven  a  halo  of 
mmanee  round  that  prosic-looking  st^g„ 

ner  iiie  by  nskmg  his  own  ?    She  had  out 

th^Zt^^^-r"  "^"^^  '^  '«^°''«  ° 

«.,Li  ,"^'  ''™'^«'  "o''>le.  and  unselfish 

Surely    surely  it  could  not  be  he  who  had 

^nt  """'  """^  *^^"  "-^^^  away  to  1^ 
But  hCT  reason  told  her  that  this  must  h^ 

^r?h.^r  ^^'""y  ^«'''>  *ft"  "saving  given 
out  that  he  was  gomg  to  stay  longer. 

A  homd   sick   sensation  gripped  her     It 

I'f^.  ''  't-  ""«  «°i"8  to  VZn,  and  she 

wM?e  sK.'r!S,\'n  ''■'«"'*  "'  l'"  weaknet! 
while  she  raUied  her  forces  with  an  effort. 

Dretett"  of  J.?  ""^,  ^e  supper-room,  under 
pretext  of  seeing  if  anything  were  wnntnl 

«d  she  would  w^k  stri^ht  Sp  to  tho^two 
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men  who  had  been  talking,  to  demand  from 
them  the  name  of  the  man  who  had  stolen  her 
letter. 

But  they  were  not  talking  now:  a  sudden 
hush  had  dropped  over  the  crowd  of  men  at 
supper,  foUowed  by  an  outburst  of  angry 
altercation,  one  man  shouting  abuse  at  another 
man,  who  shouted  back  in  the  same  fashion ; 
then  came  the  crack  of  revolvers,  and  an  awful 
cry. 

Olive  fled  then,  ahnost  too  frightened  to 
know  what  she  was  doing,  yet  turning  her 
steps  as  if  by  instinct  to  the  hot  little  kitchen 
where  were  Gretchen  and  Mrs.  Pratt. 

Oh,  my  dear,  what  is  the  matter  ?  You 
look  as  if  you  had  seen  a  ghost  1  *  cried  the 
httle  woman,  starting  up  in  affright,  for  Olive 
was  white  of  face  and  trembling,  so  that  she 
could  scarcely  stand. 

*They  are  quarrelling  in  the  supper  tent; 
there  were  shots  and  a  cry.  I— I  -un  afraid 
that  someone  was  hurt,*  she  faltered. 

Mrs.  Pratt  threw  up  her  hands  with  a 
gesture  of  dismay.  '  It  is  some  of  the  lot  that 
came  up  creek  this  morning,  I  expect.  Ezra 
said  that  tiiey  were  a  fearfully  quarrelsome 
lot,  and  had  been  having  rows  alre>»dy.  They 
come  from  Port  Essmgton,  I  thir  ,  and  they 
seem  to  like  loafing  better  than  work.* 

*  5**  you  know  their  names  ?  *  gasped  Olive, 
ft)r  Port  Essmgton  was  not  many  miles  from 
Kedway  Falls,  and  the  men  might  easily  have 
come  from  that  very  place. 

*  No,  that  I  don't !  *  exclaimed  Mrs.  Pratt, 
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vestigrate  as^soon  m  tht^^ "  """^  and  in-' 
't  won't  be  of  anv^,.-  ^  '^"  ^«*  ^^e;  but 
for  them.'  "^  •"'  *«epi  to  make  work 

.  J  ®"*^on't  the  police  talTAtK. 

mto  custody  ?  '  s^^r!.*?^**  ""en  who  fired 

?o  end  of  worry'^Wub^;  ^«'  '««°«n8 
investigations,  Witt  nSh^^  '"  *^«  "ecessar? 
of  business  in"  c^n^^u^J^f  considerable  loS 

ui  course  thev  mil  ■•»  ii. 
men,  but  they  miv7eLi  *^  "?"  <»t«h  the 
don't  you  se^,'"  aM^^EC  y  r  *'  confusion! 
hurry  to  return  tr.  «..  '  ^°°  seemed  in  no 
'  Whst  is  no^e^  Ssin«"'  °'  *«  t"gedy° 
nndone,  and  a?I  wa^'^^J' "?*  '»  Set  left 
sa.d  to  know  mueh^Z't  f^"''  ^  '«"''  be 

^^"h'^rshiterSrtT'  ^r*'"'».  -'•o 
advised  tgem  to  goLm.  T^  'i^^'"'  and 
eleanng  up  until  thf  next  day?"      ^"^^   "" 


CHAPTER  THE  SEVENTH 

An  Unshared  Trouble 

Dora  came  out  of  her  fit  of  sulks  next  morn- 
ing and  was  her  own  bright  self  again,  greatly 
to  the  relief  of  everyone. 

It  was  Olive  who  went  about  with  a  shadow 
on  her  face  now,  and  there  was  an  anxious 
dread  at  her  heart  which  she  could  share  with 
no  one. 

The  fear  was  on  her  father's  account.  She 
was  wondering  what  had  been  happening  out 
m  those  wilderness  reaches  beyond  the  great 
morasses. 

Had  her  father  got  to  the  place  first,  and 
pegged  out  his  claun  ?  Or  had  the  other  man, 
the  one  who  had  stolen  her  letter,  and  acted 
upon  it,  got  there  first  ?  Why  had  neither  of 
them  c<Hne  back  before  the  thaw  set  in  ? 

But  aU  the  questioning  in  the  world  could 
brmg  no  word  out  of  the  silence,  to  set  her  fears 
at  rest.  Nor  could  she  speak  of  the  t-  mble  to 
her  mother,  since  it  would  only  disquiet  and 
temfy  Mrs.  Scarth  to  hear  that  her  husband 
had  perhaps  an  undesirable  companion  to 
share  his  wilderness  wanderings. 

Equally  Olive  could  not  tell  the  girls.  If 
Dora  had  heard  the  slightest  rumour  that  her 
fathers  search  was  perhaps  being  shared  by 
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S;^f  "Si^tar^^-e  been  in  such  . 

^ouM  have  kno^  that  Z-tt'^''^  '^^'y""' 
Gretchen  was  also  out  Tlt*''^  ^^  wrong, 
confidante,  because  fhe  rim  ?*  question  as  a 
•  |ecret,  however  much  sW ''?'^<J  °°t  keep 

So  there  was  noVk-      .  *  *"'^  to  do  so 
must  bear  bTb^^J,J°'  *' bu*  th^t  oiive 

Sitting  at  the  back  of  t h  ?  '"^"'  ^^o  W 
5"Pper  was  finished^  ^J^^L*^'^*  ^^en  their 
The  real  aggressors  s  inn^H  ^  *?^  *a^kmg. 
fusion,  as  Era  I^att  h£f  i,*"^^/  ^'^  *^e  con- 

-htpkiS^t  vT^ri'-r  *e  t-  «e„ 
«ust  be  the  pai^  whom  ^    ^^'"  that  thev 
about  the  lost  IrtterA^d,^.  heard  *»'«"« 
>ng.  been,  as  it  were   ^,J^^  i°"'"  of  hav? 
their  fate,  shook  her  ke^»       ?''*"  *hey  met 
»'ek  and  miserable  for  r^;"?**  "ade  her  feei 
^  Fortunately  tne  b^f^^  ^^^  *°  oome. 
her  scanty  time  foH.^t'^'"*""*  ^rk  left 
e^me  she  Vas  ^o  w^"?^"*"  ,  ^e»  nigIS 
directly  her  head  Sed   f  I, ""' •■^*"  »^«ep 
w-a:;^™  "«>«inr^c  t^LU'fc.^ ' 


work 


Most  of  the  early 


part  of  each  day  the  girls 
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spent  in  digging  and  planting  the  ground* 
which  but  for  their  father's  absence  would  long 
since  have  been  sold  for  building  lots.  Then 
when  the  midday  meal  was  over,  Olive  would 
go  down  to  the  store  with  Gretchen,  and 
both  of  them  would  set  to  work  at  the  task 
of  cooking  for  the  swarm  of  hungry  men 
whom  Ezra  Pratt  fed  nightly  in  his  canvas- 
walled  supper-room. 

*  Did  anyone  ever  know  such  unfortunate 
people  as  we  are  I  *  cried  Dora  one  morning, 
when  they  were  planting  beans  on  the  patch  of 
ground  behind  the  half-erected  Stikine  Hotel, 
which  was  a  mass  of  scaffold  poles,  steel 
girders,  and  framework,  but  which  just  now 
had  not  a  workman  upon  it. 

Olive  paused  in  her  work,  flimg  an  anxious 
glance  at  her  sister,  and  then  burst  out  laughing. 
*You  don't  look  like  an  object  of  pity, 
anyhow,  and  pray,  why  are  we  more  unfortu- 
nate than  anyone  else  ?  '  she  asked  gaily,  for 
this  morning  her  mood  matched  the  weather, 
and  it  was  quite  impossible  to  be  downcast 
or  depressed  while  the  sun  was  shining  and 
the  birds  were  singing. 

Dora  carefully  dropped  three  beans  at  proper 
intervals  in  the  furrow  w'lich  Olive  was  hoeing, 
and  then  she  stood  ei  ect  .0  ease  her  aching  back, 
while  she  burst  into  vehement  speech.  *  If 
father  had  waited  only  two  days  before  he 
started,  perhaps  only  one  day,  all  this  land 
would  have  been  sold  at  a  tremendous  profit ; 
and  we  should  not  have  ha  d  to  break  our  backs 
over  planting  beans,  potatoes,  squash  vines. 
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tat"^!?«  °'  »P°'«"«  <»»  co«pl«ion.  to 

'  SiUy  S  I     m^P?r^  *"*"*  '°'  both, 
beauty^    Why   v™?  K  "^^  5^°"  '°'°''  about 

reprovinslv  idtL,wS  u       P*"?"".   «aid  Dora 

beautyTifttlt'fa^wh",. ^^^-o^*.   made-up 
Greti,    h<Sn^  ^?h  yo"  mean,'  admittea 

£e    fairty'Sl'7^   rreV."^*:;?  J!"* 
Pratt  said  yesterdavthnfnr  ^  ^"*    ^^- 

take  first  pJize'I^T^^ugTo^"/— W 

vulgar  httle  creature  I  iUf»  u  ,, 
ever  Jream  of  exhibiting  oureddT'  '''°.:^^ 
*^"7 ' '  'ried  Dora  wfaSy!"   "  '""'•  » 

•.ad'iolj^'?^'  'M^''''^,tt^PP-'ated.  I 
my  style.'  said  Oliw^th  ^'^•"  approved 
the  diU  dfspfeTy^D'orT"^   '""«"  "* 

expe^S'  sMto*t^Zr,?^  3^°" '•  but  I 
she  is  rather  afi^d  of  v„n  l*'''"*^'  because 
ea"y  yourself^ft  tliZ'otl  IT  '"i**  ^o" 
announced  Gretch^n  .^i!^    .   "  'f'^y  »*  t'tle,' 
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miners,'  said  Dora,  when  her  laughter  had 
abated. 

*  It  would  not  hurt  her  if  that  was  the  thing 
which  it  was  her  duty  to  do,*  Olive  repliea 
quietly,  with  the  resolute  set  of  her  chin  which 
always  showed  when  Dora  made  fun  of  her 
work. 

*  But  you  don't  seem  anxious  to  hear  ^!  v 
it  i'  that  we  are  more  unfortunately  situate  d 
than  our  neighbours,'  Dora  went  on,  after  a 
minute  of  silence,  in  which  she  had  laiJ  more 
beans  in  both  rows. 

*  Why  should  we  be  anxious  ?  HI  news 
flie?  fast  enouffh;  no  need  to  anticipate  it,' 
said  Olive  lighUy,  though  a  throb  of  apprehen- 
sion shot  into  her  heart,  lest  Dora  haa  heard 
some  rumour  of  that  other  man  having  gone  to 
find  the  gold  for  which  her  father  was  pro- 
specting. 

*  They  are  saying  that  the  copper  shows  signs 
of  giving  out,  so  Orsay  won't  be  a  boom  town 
after  all! '  crie«i  Dora,  with  a  tragic  air  of 
despair. 

*  Are  you  sure  ? '  asked  Oiive,  with  a  dismayed 
start.  She  had  been  hopi:ig  and  hoping  that 
her  father  would  be  able  to  make  a  good  price 
for  their  building  lots,  so  that  they  might  have 
a  little  capital  to  go  on  with  wnen  he  cam 
back  from  the  quest  which  her  instinct  told 
her  was  not  going  to  be  successful. 

*  Quite  sure.  It  was  Mrs.  Shindler  who 
told  me,  and  as  her  husband  is  a  miner,  she 
ought  to  know,'  replied  Dora.  *  Besides,  if 
conLrmation  were  needed  of  the  truth  of  the 
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•nd  thiirk   of  the   »™;Z  "^l*  ?  ""«'«  "an. 

the/  Had  .rW^U'i.'J  *Wht  perhaps 
are  continually  trvi^^^  T? '  y""  """"^  thev 
their  work,'  »id^di]?e  ,afntir~  ""'"'>• '" 

•  It  "th^^^t^So?  wh  *!:  »  «'''°'"y  f-hion. 
I  'aney;  S  oh^  o«v^ ''t  \'"'?'' t^s  time 

whatei^wel:5it?7S„;'i«^er"  ""  ""' 

pected  blow  about  th!'-."*  "°^  this  unex- 
momentt^Jhu^^^rterhir  '"' ^""^ 

ton\;1?ie^s^rto°'i^'■  '^^  »-•» 

J^ave^-t.-'^t'l^lltTe  Xl    be   °"  ^?*•  «<» 
we  were  before  thl  p^^^     ^^  "'  '^^l  off  as 

she  said,  tryinrto  sLo^P^if  T'"  discovered,' 
in?  better'?Z*°hrw'''^'^'  ^"'^  ="<=«^«''- 

AWer:^  there"  was  ^±r  *^'  *^PP«  ^"^ 
expectance;  in  the  lir  tw*^*  "  «mraering 
silver,  or  ore  r>f  t  '  ^'"'*  somethinp -gold 
fcund  to  mXll,eTw,f  £f'P*'''"^^°"'^h^ 
will  sink  and  sink  to  th?t,  J'?''  .^"t  now  it 
«nK  to  the  dead  level  of  failuias. 


«.     ■<•' 


! 
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and  we  know  what  they  are  from  seeing  bow 
Sinclair  Moosedale  went  down/  said  Dora, 
dropping  more  beans  in  the  trench,  and  truth 
to  tell,  dropping  some  tears  in  with  them. 

*  Perhaps  lather  will  find  the  gold,  and  then 
nothing  else  will  matter,*  put  in  Gretchen, 
seeing  how  troubled  Olive  was,  and  doing 
her  best  to  relieve  the  strain. 

But  she  had  better  have  remained  silent, 
for  Dora  burst  out  passionately,  *  Oh,  the  sold, 
the  gold  !  That  horrid,  horrid  gold  !  I  am 
beginning  to  wish  that  we  had  never  heard  of  it. 
I  don't  £iow  about  you  and  Gretchen,  or  how 
it  may  have  affected  you;  but  I  do  know 
that  it  has  turned  me  into  such  a  callous, 
hard-hearted  creature,  that  I  do  not  seem  to 
care  what  happens  if  only  we  can  get  rich.  I 
did  not  even  grieve  about  dear  father  going 
off  into  the  wilderness  in  that  lonely  fashion, 
al*  iough  it  must  have  been  almost  like  dying  to 
him,  poor  darling,  to  go  away  and  leave  us  all 
like  that.  I  only  thought  how  nice  it  would 
be  to  be  rich,  and  I  even  begrudged  the  time 
he  spent  in  bidding  us  good-bye,  because  I 
wanted  him  to  go  quickly  and  find  the  gold  I 

*  Dora  darling,  don't !  It  can  do  no  good  to 
say  things  like  that,  and  it  hurts,'  said  Olive, 
laying  a  reproving  hand  on  her  sister's  shoulder ; 
she  was  shocked  at  the  way  in  which  Dora  was 
laying  bare  the  inmost  feelings  of  her  heart. 
But  Gretchen  had  burst  into  bitter  weeping, 
and  was  leaning  on  her  hoe,  a  veritable  picture 
of  grieving. 

*  I    must  tell  it  all  out,  then  perhaps  I'll 
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feel   better  about   it "   TinM   ...'^ 

moved    orward.  hoeing  m  front  of  her-  and  sn 

up  .t' hoe!"  '"  '  """•''  ''•"'•'»°'  ''-'"e 

are  ^.^^^1'  ^"^  "i!"'  y""  "'  '     »  bad  as  yo., 

Bent  7Z  S,W^'  ■"'  '"'"'^••'  0''^«  «"< 
S:..  ^'    •     !"**">='  even  now  fightinff  anainst 

Xn.  ""''"    '''^'"   °'    deep   emo- 

£"?  "^o-^:'' anW°!'Xn'oS 

DWti"t*   '!^'JL!','"'\'^   °"'''    '"  »  tone  of 

h.l?!f  l/**'  °'.  '^""e  I  know  that.  And  I 
hate  debt  as  much  as  you  do.  But  what  made 
me  so  mad  with  you  was.  because  you  wuld 
not  beheve  that  the  gold  was  going  to  be  found 
You  would  not  even  preten3  to  believe  it  1  •' 
said  Dora  resentfully.  "cucve  it  i 

'Gold-seeking    is    such    terribly    uncertain 

wis*  ctTJt  C^  ""°  '  ?r'  'elt  th^  SSer 
1115  u  1.  '•  "'  '  successful  prospector ,•  Olive 
said  h^f  m  apology  for  her  own  Want  of 
faift  m  the  matter,  which  really  came  from  the 
h^rf  and  fast  reasoning  of  hi  own  SZl 

'  I  know  aU  that.    But  I  was  hoping  anainst 
hope,  don't  you  see.  and  it  was  so  ho?rff  that 
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you  would  not  let  me  ao  on  hugging  my 
illusions,  as  I  wanted  to  do/  panted  Dora. 

*  I  have  not  tried  to  destroy  them/  Olive 
reminded  her  gently. 

*  You  have  not  tried,  but  you  have  done  it 
all  the  same,  although  I  would  not  admit  it 
even  to  myself  until  this  morning,  when  Mrs. 
Shindler  told  me  about  the  copper,'  Dora 
said,  with  a  gasping  sob.  '  Then  I  knew  that 
we  were  going  to  be  all  round  unfortunate, 
and  when  a  thing  is  certain,  it  is  of  no  use 
hanging  on  to  hope  any  longer.' 

Olive  nodded  in  complete  understanding. 
In  her  secret  heart  she  was  not  sorry  Dora 
should  have  come  to  this  point  of  seeing  things 
as  they  really  were,  but  she  would  not  venture  a 
word  which  might  hurt  by  seeming  reproach- 
ful. 

Gretchen  had  left  off  crjring  by  this  time,  and 
by  dint  of  vigorous  hoeing  had  caught  up  with 
them ;  but  as  there  were  no  beans  in  her  row, 
Dora  had  to  go  back  and  drop  them. 

*  Olive,  do  you  think  father  is  dead  ? ' 
Gretchen  asked,  in  a  frightened  tone. 

*  No,  no.  "Why  should  I  think  so  ?  *  asked 
Olive,  but  with  a  fear  at  her  heart  that  made 
her  shiver. 

*  Dora  thinks  so ;  I  know  that  she  does  by  the 
way  she  has  been  going  on,'  replied  Gretchen, 
choking  back  a  sob.  *  And  do  you  know, 
Ohve,  I'm  sure  that  I  have  been  just  as  wicked 
about  father  going  off  prospecting  as  she  has. 
That  is,  I  did  not  trouble  about  how  he  would 
feel  out  there  all  alone ;  I  only  wanted  him  tc 
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teuTAw*  *^^  ^""^^^   ^^  '^'"^  back  and 
^^hl  w.r  rrV^'y."^^-    It  was  for  our 

v!1^^i       **5^*  ?^'**   ^'^^  sb«  swaUowed  it 
vahantiy,    and    when    speech    was    possible 
she  said  softly,  •  When  father  com^  baT  sad 

tei^'SlPP^S*"*^  ^*^  ^°*  'saving  been  able 
to  find  the  go  d,  we  must  just  make  it  up  to  him, 

tiL.  f^if  ^T  '^  "^.H"^  *^^*  h«  won't  have 
time  to  brood  over  his  trouble.' 

You  reaUy  think  that  he  will  come  back  ?  » 
demanded  Gretchen  eagerly 

« JJf''^  P*?*  H  ^^""^  ^P  *«»  ^«  throat  with  a 
sjnft  gesture,  because  of  the  horrid  fluttering 
sensation   tiiere,    which   ahnost   choked   her 
Dora  had  reproached    her  just  now  for  noi 
beheving  m  the  existence  of  the  cold   and  in 

^t"J:^Y'  ^^"^  ?,^^  ^*'  evenCting  tha? 

L^itV*""?-  ^'  ^^-  '^^^^  ^^^Jd  bring 
tne  quest  to  a  disappomting  ending.    At  least 

her  sisters  shouId//ot   ha#e  to^^rofch  hlr 

^^«f  "'^tl  ^^^^  °'  ^^^*^  *b°«*  her  father^s 
return,  and  there  was  the  sincerest  conviction 
m  her  manner  when  she  said,  *I  do  indeed 
beheve  that  he  wiU  come  back  to  us  safe  i^d 
ll  ^1^'  dear  father!  It  would  be  an 
Pnif?^^u.*"«^??  ^  ^^  *hat  harm  could 
o^saL        ""^^  ^'  "  ^^*y  ^^'^^«  ^°' 

«»«nK  ^^^  we  knew  where  he  was,  and  could 
reach  him  with  our  love  I '  wailed  Gretchen. 


ri 
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looking  as  if  she  were  on  the  verge  of  another 
stormy  breakdown. 

*Don%  dear,  don't  I  Dora  is  coming,* 
pleaded  Olive,  and  Gretchen  wrestled  bravely 
with  her  desire  for  tears,  hoeing  so  fast  that  it 
looked  as  if  she  were  anxious  to  establish  a 
record. 

Dora's  mood  had  changed  from  passionate 
self-reproach  to  one  of  deepest  despondency, 
and  for  the  remainder  of  the  morning  she 
hardly  spoke  at  all.  The  others  said  very 
little  either,  but  they  worked  with  a  grim 
determination,  which  showed  how  much  in 
earnest  they  were  about  the  task  to  which  they 
had  set  their  hands. 

The  building  lots  were  poor  soil,  not  at  all 
adapted  for  husbandry.  The  ground  abounded 
in  stones,  and  dipped  into  hollows  in  unex- 
pected places.  Ploughing  would  have  been 
difficult,  if  not  impossible ;  a  spade  and  a  hoe 
seemed  the  only  implements  fit  for  the  task. 

By  the  time  noon  came  the  sun  was  scorching, 
and  all  three  were  most  thankful  to  trail  oft 
home  for  a  meal  and  a  rest. 

Warm  as  it  was  out  of  doors,  they  found 
their  mother  sitting  in  the  rocking-chair  close 
to  the  stove,  with  a  shawl  wrapped  about  her 
shoulders. 

*Are  you  cold,  mother?  It  is  so  warm 
outside,*  Olive  said ;  and  her  tone  was  anxious, 
for  Mrs.  Scarth  did  not  look  well. 

'  I  felt  chilly,  and  somehow  I  just  long  for  the 
weather  to  be  warm,'  the  poor  lady  burst  out, 
in  a  petulant  fashion;  *and  yet  at  the  same 
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time  I  want  it  to  be  cold,  sharply  cold,  so  that 

in  «i?  k'^^^^  "^'^  i"^^^'  ^^^^^^8  your  father 
to  get  home  agam.* 

*  But  he  can  get  home  in  the  summer  with 
IMS  canoe,   you  know.»   Olive  remmded  her 

tun^K:  :^«  ''  ^1°*  ^^^  that  other  poor 
fellow  who  had  no  boat.  Indeed,  I  should 
fhif  «  *  father  would  prefer  to  come  home 
that  way,  as  it  will  mean  so  much  less  fatixme 
fop  him;  and  now  that  the  waters  are  open,  I 

on^'t  w^fl*  ^^  .^"fP"s«<^  ^«y  day  to  se4  him 
come  walking  m. 

Ja^u'^'^^^'^y  he  would  I '  exclaimed  Mrs. 
fh^r^i,."?*^  •*  sob.  *  Sometimes  I  think 
that  the  longing  to  have  him  home  again 

,T?  «i^^^-^'^f  '"y  ??^^'  ^^^  *h««  I  wonder 
11  1  shall  hve  to  see  him  again.* 

hi.1,^^:  "^i  ""^S^^*  ;*  "^^^^^  y°"  "^  live  to  see 
him,    said  Olive,  forcing  a  laugh,  but  hiding 

a  shiver  by  a  Uttle  sh^g  of  her  shoulde^^ 

JnT^'i^S^.*^  ^'^^  ^'  h^rt  ^  ^ome  home 
and  find  that  you  were  not  here.  Cheer  up. 
mother  deane,  and  after  lunch  Dora  shall  take 
you  out  m  the  sunshine  for  a  little  stroU: 
It  will  do  you  a  world  of  good.' 

*  I  don't  want  any  lunch,  and  I  do  not  feel 
hke  gomg  out,'  Mre.  Scarth  said  languidly ; 
but  they  coaxed  and  tempted  her  into  eating 
and  afterwards  Dora  induced  her  to  go  and 
look  at  the  newly  hatched  chickens. 

Ohve  went  down  to  the  store  that  afternoon 
with  a  good  many  misgivings  in  her  heart. 

It  secretly  womed  her  that  the  others  should 
have  suddenly  become  so  troubled  about  her 
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father's  absttnce,  especially  as  there  was  no 
more  apparent  cause  for  it  than  there  had  been 
in  the  days  which  had  gone  before.  She  won- 
dered if  it  were  instinct,  or  just  merely  a  low- 
spirited  longing  for  his  return. 

It  was  a  good  thing  f  oi  her  that  her  work  was 
so  hard  on  this  particular  day  that  there  was 
simply  no  time  for  brooding,  or  even  for  think- 
ing of  anything  outside  the  task  on  which  she 
chanced  to  be  engaged. 

Mrs.  Pratt  was  openly  despairing  about  the 
hitch  in  the  copper  Doom.  *  It  will  be  a  dread- 
ful set-back  to  Ezra,'  she  confided  to  Olive. 
•You  see,  he  had  bought  up  land,  hoping  to 
sell  it  again  for  three  times  as  much  as  he  gave 
for  it ;  but  now  he  says  that  he  would  be  in 
luck  to  get  half  as  much  as  he  gave,  so  you  may 
guess  how  low  down  he  is  feeling.' 

*  Perhaps  things  will  not  be  as  bad  as  they 
look ;  there  may  be  more  copper  than  people 
think,  or  the  scare  may  have  been  got  up  for 
speculative  purposes,'  suggested  Olive  con- 
soliimly. 

*  No  chance  of  that,  I'm  afraid,'  Mrs.  Pratt 
answered,  with  a  doleful  shake  of  her  head. 
I  The  miners  are  all  so  dreadfully  upset  about 
it,  and  if  it  were  a  speculative  scare,  they'd 
just  be  laughing  in  their  sleeves,  you  know. 
A  lot  of  them  are  going  away  to-morrow,  for 
they  say  that  there  is  a  good  promise  of  copper 
at  Wemside.' 

*  Where  is  Wemside  ?  *  asked  Olive,  for  she 
had  not  heard  of  the  place  before. 

*  It  is  about  thirty  mUes  from  here,  on  the 
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Sooka  River.  Ezra  declares  that  if  the  copper 
turns  out  rich  there,  he'll  just  pack  up  and 
follow  the  crowd,  because  there  is  more  money 
to  be  made  out  of  the  miners  than  there  is  out 
of  land,'  Mrs.  Pratt  said,  with  a  windy  sigh. 

*  I  suppose  there  is,  and  it  is  not  such  hard 
work  either,'  Olive  replied,  thinking  of  Ezra 
Pratt's  hours  and  hours  of  lounging  at  the  store 
door,  and  coi^trastmg  this  with  her  own  hard 
mommg's  work  of  hoemg  bean-trenches. 

*  It  may  not  be  for  a  man,  but  it  is  for  the 
woman.'  Mrs.  Pratt's  voice  was  distinctly 
plaintive.  *Just  see  how  awful  my  life  was 
until  you  came  to  help.  And  it  will  be  just  as 
bad  again,  if  we  have  to  move  on.  Oh  dear, 
oh  dear,  I  just  hate  to  think  of  it  I ' 

*  Then  don't  think  of  it.  Wait  until  some- 
thing really  bad  comes  before  you  are  miserable ; 
don't  spoil  the  good  times  with  worries  about 
disagreeables,  which  may  never  come,'  said 
Olive,  and  tried  to  comfort  herself  with  her 
own  philosophy,  because  of  the  host  of  appre- 
hensions which  wo'ild  assail  her  whenever 
they  had  the  chance,  in  spj*^^  of  her  efforts 
to  shake  them  off. 

The  store  was  thronged  tiidt  night  with 
loungers,  who  wanted  to  know  all  there  was  to 
be  known  about  the  signs  of  slump  in  Orsay's 
prosperity;  and  when  the  loungers  leaned 
against  the  kitchen  window  talking  loudly, 
Olive,  who  was  dishing  supper  inside,  could  not 
help  hearing  what  they  said. 

'  When  a  vein  of  silver  works  out  sudden, 
you  may  be  pretty  sure  of  finding  it  again 
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somewhere  close  at  hand,  if  you  only  look  for 
it  keerful  enough,*  said  a  grizzled  old  man ,  who 
had  spent  most  of  his  li'^  m  Nevada,  and  spoke 
as  one  who  knows.  *  But  when  it  is  a  copper 
pocket  what  gets  played  out,  you*d  best  make 
up  your  mind  to  go  prospecting  somewhere 
else.* 

*There*8  excei>tions,*  another  voice  put  in, 
with  a  didactic  ring.  *  And  Orsay  is  going  to 
be  one  of  them,  see  if  it  ain't.* 

A  burst  of  laughter  and  a  storm  of  jeers 
greeted  the  last  utterance,  and  before  it  was 
over,  Olive  was  carrying  the  supper  d'.,hes 
into  the  canvas-walled  eating-room,  and  heard 
no  more.  Yet  oddly  enough  the  words  kept 
recurring  to  her  during  the  remainder  of  the 
evening's  work,  bringing  a  sense  of  comfort 
with  them,  and  reminding  her  that  dreary  as 
the  outlook  was  for  her  just  then,  disaster  did 
not  always  follow  hard  and  fast  rules,  and 
there  might  be  happier  times  later  on. 

*  But  the  happiness  won*t  come  from  the  gold, 
I*m  afraid,*  she  said  to  Gretchen,  with  a  laugh, 
as  the  two  went  slowly  up  the  hill  towards 
home  when  their  work  was  done. 

*  You  have  never  seemed  to  have  any  faith 
in  that  gold.'  Gretchen's  tone  was  reproachful, 
for,  like  Dora,  she  appeared  to  think  that  if 
only  Olive  had  believed  hard  enough,  the  good 
thing  must  have  assuredly  come  to  pass. 

J I  don*t  think  that  I  have,*  she  answered. 

You  see,  the  poor  fellow  who  said  that  he  had 
found  it  was  not  the  sort  of  man  who  makes  a 
successful  prospector,  and  he  might  so  easily 
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have  been  mistaken.  By  the  way,  I  do  so 
wonder  who  he  was.  How  very  beautifuUy 
he  could  draw  1    Whenever  I  look  at  that^^ 

famihanty.  and  yet  I  cannot  remember  where 
I  have  seen  it  before.* 

•  It  will  come  to  you  all  in  a  hurry,  I  expect 
on  one  of  these  days;  such  thin^t^^^^?; 
said  Gretchen,  and  spoke  more  teuly  than  she 
knew,  or  even  guessed. 
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CHAPTER  THE  EIGHTH 

The  Stranger 

The  days  and  weeks  fled  on  apace.  It  was 
high  summer  in  Orsay:  the  bright,  fevered, 
almost  delirious  period  of  the  year  that  the 
stay-at-home  Englishman  can  only  dream 
about,  or  picture  vaguely  to  himself.  There 
was  a  perfect  riot  of  vegetation  aU  about  the 
little  house,  which  had  seemed  so  bare  when 
Olive  came  home  from  Redway  Falls  in  carlv 
spring.  ^ 

Spade-cultivation  had  proved  to  be  a  great 
success  on  the  lots  of  buildmg  land,  and  there 
were  no  crops  in  Orsay  which  looked  so  weU  as 
«iose  planted  and  tended  by  the  Scarth  girls. 
But  that  was  not  in  reality  saying  very  much, 
since  mining  was  the  great  interest  and  industry 
of  the  httle  township,  while  agriculture  took 
a  very  secondary  place  indeed. 

Mining  was  in  a  very  bad  way  just  now,  how- 
ever, and  every  week  it  appeared  to  be  getting 
worse.  The  evil  rumours  about  copper  which 
had  started  at  planting  time  had  been  verified 
as  the  days  went  on.  One  by  one  the  pockets 
had  given  out,  until  by  the  time  the  summer 
reached  its  height,  there  were  only  two  places 
m  the  township  where  the  yield  repaid  the 
trouble  of  mining. 
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Of  course  this  meant  disaster  for  Ornay. 
The  people  who  had  rushed  to  the  place  in  the 
spring  had  dritted  away  again.  The  frame 
houses,  which  had  sprung  up  like  mushrooms 
m  the  night,  had  been  taken  down  and  carried 
elsewhere.  But  the  hotel  still  showed  scaffold 
poles  and  naked  girders.  Not  a  stroke  of 
work  had  been  done  upon  it  •'ince  the  rumours 
first  started,  and  there  it  stood,  an  ugly  skele- 
ton, which  made  Olive  feel  dreary  every  time 
sh*?  passed  it  on  her  way  to  the  store. 

She  had  good  and  sufficient  cause  for  feeling 
dreary  in  these  fervid  summer  days,  for  her 
father  had  not  returned,  nor  had  any  word 
come  from  him  out  of  the  silence  into  which 
he  had  passed  that  day,  when  he  went  out  of 
her  sight  round  the  bend  in  the  Dease  Water 
trail.  Every  morning  they  awoke  with  the 
hope  in  their  hearts  that  he  would  come  before 
night.  But  when  night  came,  they  had  to  lie 
down  to  rest  with  the  hope  put  off  until  another 
day.  It  was  hard,  cruelly  hard,  for  ]VIrs. 
Scarth  and  the  others,  but  for  Olive  it  was  really 
harder  stiU,  because  she  done  knew  of  the 
reason  there  was  to  fear  that  her  father  had  a 
rival  in  the  field.  And  the  state  of  apprehen- 
sion in  which  she  lived  through  those  hot 
bright  days  was  most  fearfully  hard  to  bear. 

What  made  it  worse  for  her  was  the  feeling 
she  had  that  it  was  her  own  carelessness 
which  had  led  to  the  loss  of  the  letter.  Over 
and  over  she  told  herself  that  if  she  had  not 
been  so  foolish  as  to  carry  the  letter  to  school 
with  her,  it  would  not  have  been  stolen,  then 
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this  trouble  need  not  have  arisen  to  worry  her, 
and  endanger  her  father. 

But  there  is  no  use  in  crying  over  spilt  milk, 
io  Olive  did  her  best  to  carry  her  burden 
bravely;  and  although  she  did  not  always 
succeed  in  feeling  or  even  in  looking  cheerful, 
she  never  openly  gave  way  to  despair,  like 
Dora  and  Gretchen,  who  broke  down  resuarl  y 
about  once  a  week.  When  these  fits  of  depres- 
sion were  op  them,  hcnie  was  neither  comfort- 
able nor  nappy,  and  Olive  was  thankful  to 
escape  for  awhile,  even  thoush  the  alternative 
was  the  hard  drudgery  whi<£  she  had  to  face 
at  the  store. 

But  the  end  of  her  work  for  Mrs.  Pratt  was 
in  sight,  for  the  thing  which  the  storekeeper's 
wife  had  dreaded  was  coming  to  pass,  and 
Ezra  Pratt  was  j)reparing,  as  he  said,  to  follow 
the  crowd,  which  in  this  case  meant  going 
with  all  his  goods  and  chattels  to  Wemside, 
where  copper  was  booming  merrily,  and  from 
whence  came  also  rumours  of  a  silver  find, 
although  as  yet  this  lacked  confirmation  from 
any  reliable  authority. 

One  morning  in  August,  Olive  went  down  to 
the  store  ratiier  earlier  than  usual.  Mrs. 
Pratt  had  been  ill,  and  thus  more  in  need  of 
her  good  offices  than  ever ;  otherwise  she  might 
have  found  herself  out  of  her  employment 
before  this,  as  there  were  no  longer  a  lot  of 
hungry  miners  to  be  fed  night  by  night.  As 
it  was,  she  had  been  obliged  to  do  sick-nursing, 
in  addition  to  her  other  work.  There  had 
even  been  one  aiudous  week  .*.  July,  when  she 
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had  stayed  at  the  store  night  and  day,  because 
Mm.  Pratt  had  been  too  iU  to  be  left.  The 
iitue  woman  was  much  better  now,  however, 
and  was  so  much  cheered  by  knowing  that  one 
or  her  sisters  was  coming  out  from  England  to 
uve  with  her,  that  she  was  quite  reconcUed  to 
the  thought  of  moving. 

•  I  wonder  whatever  I  can  do  to  earn  money 
when  the  Pratts  are  gone  ?  *  Olive  murmured 
to  herself,  as  .he  went  down  the  hiU,  shivering 
as  usual  when  she  passed  the  framework  ^dcd? 
ton  of  the  hovel.  She  had  ahready  paid  otf  a 
hundred  and  twenty  dollars  of  her  fttthcr'a 
debt,  but  dkectly  her  salary  stopped,  her 
abihty  to  so  on  paying  would  stop  also. 

It  had  been  m  her  mind  at  first  when  she 

heard  that  the  Pratts  were  going  to  Wemside, 

to  offer  to  go  with  them  until  she  was  needed 

back  at  Redway  Falls,  so  that  she  might  keep 

on  earning  money.    But  her  mother  was  ailing 

and  needed  her,  while  Dora  and  GretcheiJ 

though  willing  enough  to  work  hard,  wanted 

someone  to  guide  their  efforts,  and  save  them 

from   indiscretions.    Tnen   arrived   the   news 

of  the  coming  of  Mrs.  Pratt's  sister,  so  that 

chumd  of  wage-earning  was  effectually  closed. 

But  the  problem  of  ways  and  means  was 

very  acute.    Olive  knew  that  something  she 

must  do,  only  the  trouble  was  to  know  what  the 

sr    -♦hing   could   be.    The   harvest   of   their 

ttiv  Mds  would  be  very  good,  but  it  would 

Uw«  be  suflBcient  to  keep  them  in  food  during 

the  winter,  and  besides  they  needed  boots  and 

clothes,  with  a  host  of  other  things  too  numer- 
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out  to  mention,  which  were  not  luxuries  but 
necessities  of  existence. 

Mrs.  Pratt  ran  out  of  the  store  door  as  Olive 
came  into  sight,  crying  eagnrly,  *0h,  Miss 
Scarth,  would  you  go  down  to  the  Point  and 
ask  Ezra  to  come  at  once  T  He  sent  the  mail 
up  by  Tommy  Lopan,  but  there  is  a  letter 
from  Wemside  which  must  be  answered  at 
once.' 

•  I  will  go/  replied  ObVe,  and  turning  sharp 
away  from  the  store,  she  passed  along  a  narrow 
lane  between  mounds  of  earth  thrown  out  from 
the  copper  workings, .  -id  so  reached  the  banks 
of  the  creek,  from  whence  it  was  only  a  short 
half-mile  to  the  Point,  where  Ezra  Pratt  was 
overseeing  the  loadinc  of  some  of  his  household 
goods  on  to  a  scow,  for  transmission  to  Wem- 
side. 

It  was  tremendously  hot  walking  in  the  sun 
this  morning.  But  it  was  hotter  still  and 
indescribably  stuffy  in  the  littlf  kitchen  behind 
•  he  store,  so  Olive  welcomed  the  journey  as  a 
pleasant  diversion  from  toil,  and  began  to  feel 
quite  festive  in  consequence. 

The  creek,  which  was  really  a  river,  came 
down  from  Lake  Tayu,  sixty  miles  away.  Some 
people  declared  this  to  be  a  direct  course  to  the 
Pelly  River,  as  there  was  an  Indian  trail  that 
led  straight  from  the  lake,  through  the  Campbell 
Mountains  to  the  Pelly  valley.  But  Olive 
had  never  seen  anyone  who  had  made  the 
journey,  and  she  believed  that  the  route  existed 
nore  m  imagination  than  in  actual  fact.  In- 
d'jcd,  most  navigation  stopped  at  the  Point, 
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became  juit  above  there  was  a  bit  of  rough 
water  entailing  a  long  portage. 

Great  was  her  astonishment  this  morning, 
on  reaching  th^  ^pot,  to  find  a  man  clinging 
to  some  big  upsw^iding  boulders  in  mid-stream, 
and  crying  feebly  for  help. 

For  a  minute  she  stood  stupidly  staring  at 
him,  thinking  that  he  must  be  some  mmer 
who  had  gone  for  a  bath  or  a  swim,  all  unaware 
of  the  treacherous  character  of  the  creek  at 
this  part,  and  getting  out  of  his  depth  had  been 
taken  with  panic. 

But  this  man  had  sot  his  clothes  on,  and  the 
white  face  he  turned  to  her,  as  she  came  into 
view  between  the  choke-berry  bushes,  had  a 
ghastly  streak  of  red  across  it  as  if  he  had  been 
wounded  by  being  dashed  against  the  rocks, 
wh'ch  showed  lagged,  ugly  pomts  here  and 
there  in  tl  ^  swiftly  flowing  current. 

*Htlp,  hdpl*  called  the  poor  fellow,  his 
tone  so  exhausted  that  Olive  felt  her  heart 
give  a  great  jump,  for  she  guessed  that,  if  he 
were  to  be  saved,  it  would  have  to  be  done 
quickly. 

*  Can  you  swim  ?  *  she  cried  out  anxiously, 
although  it  would  be  a  feat  for  an  exhausted 
man  to  get  through  that  bit  of  rushing  current, 
between  the  rocks  and  the  bank  on  which  she 
stood;  for  at  this  point  the  creek  had  widened, 
to  narrow  in  between  high  banks  further  on, 
where  it  hurried  down  towards  the  Point. 

*  Not  now,  I'm  hurt,*  he  answered  dully. 

A  sob  caught  in  Olive's  throat,  almost  chok« 
ing  her.    Whatever  could  she  do  ?    She  could 
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mto  the  racmg  current  made  &t  sWv^^^ 
^  *»*  d™J!«a  then,  nbt  W^Tdo  h« 

were  to  run  an  the  way,  it  would  be  a  Quarter 
ttl^  »  twenty  minutes  before  she  <^ 

§St^J^  ^ff'  ""?  ''^  ^^<*  told  to 
that  the  man  could  not  hold  out  so  long. 
.„j  ?  suddenly  an  inspiration  cami  to  her 
^d  d.e  shouted.  •  I  can'  save  you.  I  am  s^ 

2?u4s1Sntf.  "-'^  ^"^  ''O'^  - '- »  ^ 
l„,l  n?  »«"y /one ' '  gasped  the  poor  feUow- 

S^vJl*"*  not  even  hear  what  he  said. 

S^Z^.S^'^''  *^i  ^<*'*  o'  choke-berrics. 
S?f  IfT^^  *®  deserted  copper-working,  wher^ 
tto^tS^  some  loose  pffi  lyi^^Sei^ 

sne  ran  back  again,  pant mg  and  persDirim?  for 
the  boards  were  thfck  ani  heav^T'^    ^' 

Q^IuTJT^  ^  ""^  getting  them 
tnrough  the  bushes,   but  when  at  Ust   she 

Tm  r'"' ««»5.on  the  bank  of  thTlrik! 
f^J^^  .*°  ^  <^™»y  that  the  man   had 
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«K«^*T  ^^}^*  I  can  help  you  now!*  she 

shouted,  making  her  voice  loud  and  Xorous 

^  purpose  to  cheer  him;   but  he  made  no 

was  too  exhausted   even  to  realiy**  fKof   «« 
one  was  speaking  to  him  ^  *^*  ^^ 

boaJ^ds^'out^ntoT*'*^''^,'^*^  P^'^^d  ^'^e  of  the 
Doards  out  mto  the  creek,  until  the  end  rested 

SnfffK^'^S^^^'u    ^^^'^^  ^^^8  the  oSier^ 

bSd^^'?^^-^'  ?^-^?  ^^*  °«  to  the  ricSty 
Dridge,  canymg  it  with  her.  ^ 

.il^'^l^  ??^^  **«^  'eet  wobbled  in  a  horridlv 
sickemng  fashion.    The  one  she  cairied  iTher 

siS?  0/^*"^^  *^  ove..balance  h^-  an^  the 

h^  L  sic^^^^  herturn^' 

ner  so  sick  that  it  was  wonderful  that  she  did  not 
topple  over.  It  was  only  by  fixing  her  ev^ 
on  the  poor  fellow  chnging  to  the  Lt  thS 

bridJ^'"c?o^  l""'  P^^^  ^'  tKnste*idy 
f  hTi!:^  Crouchmg  cautiously  when  she  reached 
,^nfii^5  she  lowered  the  board  she  Sd 
until  It  rested  with  one  end  on  the  SSder 
supporting  the  first  plank,  and  thfoth  °r  e^^^^ 

But  the  rocks  were  not  the  same  heieht  anH 
the  crossing  of  the  second  plank  wZdCl 

ni.v.  i"^  proved.    Quaking   inwardly 

Ohve  «s^yed  to  cross  it  by  walking  „pS' 

eJairdT^irLTonfTslJi'^;^^ 
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along  the  second  plank  frog-faahion.  Her 
flreat  fear  was  that  the  poor  fdlow  would  slip 
his  hold  before  she  could  reach  him,  in  which 
case  she  knew  that  he  must  be  drowned. 

At  lastl  Trembling,  but  exultant,  she 
gripped  him  by  the  arms,  drawing  a  long 
breath  of  relief  which,  to  her  very  great 
disgust^  tailed  off  in  a  sob. 

*  I  will  help  you  all  I  can,  but  you  must  help 
yoursdf  too,  or  I  cannot  save  you  even  now,* 
she  said  sharply;  for  although  she  was  pulling 
and  struggling,  the  n^  \  appeared  to  be  making 
not  the  sl^htest  effoi.  cowards  his  own  rescue. 

*I  am  done!'  he  faltered,  with  so  much 
despair  in  his  tone,  that  another  sob  came  up  in 
Olive's  throat,  and  such  a  wave  of  pity  surged 
into  her  heart,  that  she  resolved  to  get  him  on 
to  the  board  somehow,  even  if  she  had  to  lift 
him  by  sheer  force  of  arm. 

*  Oh,  but  you  can  help  a  little.  I  am  sure 
that  you  can  help  a  httle  if  you  try,*  she  said, 
in  a  coaxing  tone.  *  Now  see,  I  am  going  to 
grip  you  by  the  leather  belt  round  your  waist, 
and  I  want  you  to  put  your  arm  round  my  neck ; 
then,  if  you  ding  very  tightly,  I  am  sure  that 
I  can  get  you  up,  for  I  am  very,  very  strong.* 

*But  I  shall  make  you  wet,*  objected  the 
unknown,  and  Olive  burst  into  nervous 
laughter. 

*  I  shall  get  wetter  still  if  I  have  to  plunge 
into  the  water  and  drag  you  out,  and  I  have 
such  a  desperate  horror  of  water,  too ;  so 
please,  please  do  as  I  want  you  to,'  she 
pleaded,  her  voice  breaking  in  an  unsteady 
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quaver,  as  she  thought  how  very  helpless  she 
would  be  if  she  did  have  to  plLge  Into  the 
water  to  try  to  get  him  out. 

For  answer  he  put  up  his  right  hand  and 
shd  It  round  her  neck,  but  with  his  left  he 
gnpped  the  board  on  which  she  was  kneeling, 
ll^en  dipping  her  hand  through  the  leather 
belt  which  was  round  him.  she  gave  a  great 
heave,  and  although  she  was  nearly  choked  bv 
the  closeness  of  his  clasp  about  her  neck,  she 
was  overjoyed  to  find  that  she  was  puUing 
him  up  and  that  he  was  helping  himself  suffi- 
ciently  to  keep  from  slipping  back  again. 

Hurrah  I  we  shaU  do  it,  hurrah  I  *  she 
gasped,  in  pantmg  encouragement;  then  bent 
again  to  her  task,  and  with  two  more  heaves 

theToMd  "*       "^  '^  ^^^'  ^""^  ''°*  ^*  °'' 

*  Ah  r  it  was  a  groan  of  agony  which  broke 
from  hi.ii,  as  the  final  heave  jerked  him  on  to 
the  board.    Then  Olive  saw  that  one  foot  hunc 

« ?  ?"°  helpless  as  if  a  bone  were  broken. 
I  have  hurt  3'ou  awfuUy  I    Oh,  I  am  so  very 
sorry  I     she  cried,  in  such  contrition  that  the 
man  made  an  effort  to  reassure  her. 

*  It  is  nothing  to  matter.  I  have  hurt  my 
foot,  and  it  wrenched  a  bit  just  then,'  he  re- 
plied, trying  to  look  as  if  he  were  not  hurt,  but 
tas  white  hps  and  drawn  face  told  another 
story. 

*What  shaU  I  do?  I  shall  have  to  drai? 
you  across  the  boards,  if  you  can't  crawl,  and  I 
am  afraid  that  will  hurt  you  dreadfully  too  " 
she  said,  wondering  how  she  would  get  him 
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from  one  board  to  the  other,  or  keep  him  from 
falling  off,  when  the  rickety  bridges  wobbled. 

'  I  won't  make  a  fuss  if  I  can  help  it,  and  if  I 
do,  please  don't  take  any  notice  of  it,'  said  the 
man,  speaking  in  a  strained  tone,  as  if  his 
endurance  were  almost  at  an  end. 

*  You  have  only  got  to  keep  up  until  we  reach 
the  bank,  and  then  you  can  give  way;  but  until 
then  you  must  be  strong,  and  help  me,'  she 
went  on,  in  a  brusoue  manner,  for  the  thought 
of  that  junction  of  tiie  boards  fairly  frightened 
her.  ^> 

But  she  had  not  got  him  so  far  to  fail  now. 
Setting  her  teeth  hard,  she  crept  backwards 
literally  inch  by  inch,  dracginfl  him  along,  and 
fawly  holding  her  breath,  lest  he  should  topple 
into  the  water. 

The  end  of  the  first  board  was  reached,  and 
then,  to  her  delight,  he  roused  himself  to  make 
an  effort  on  his  own  behalf. 

*  Just  steady  me  a  bit,  and  I  think  that  I 
can  do  it,'  he  murmured  valiantly,  though 
there  was  a  grey  tinge  on  his  face,  which  it 
fnghtened  her  to  look  at. 

Thankfullv  she  bowed  her  head,  so  that  he 
might  slide  his  wet  arm  round  her  neck  again, 
and  then  progressing  backwards  still,  she  had 
the  satisfaction  of  getting  hun  safely  on  to  the 
second  board,  from  whence  it  was  a  compara- 
tively easy  matter  to  reach  the  bank. 

But  that  effort  of  getting  on  to  the  second 
board  was  the  last  that  he  was  able  to  make, 
and  it  was  a  limp,  unconscious  f  re  which 
Olive  drew  up  on  to  the  warm,  s^         bank  of 
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going  to  faint  herself,  but  striving  hard  to 
overcome  the  horrid  sick  sensation  which  was 
stealing  upon  her. 

*  Here,  sit  down  and  rest  a  bit.  I  will  brins 
you  a  drink  of  water,  then  you  will  fed 
better,*  said  Gretchen,  rising  to  tiie  situation 
with  most  commendable  promptitude.  Then 
she  pushed  Olive  down  on  to  a  raisin-box, 
which  stood  on  the  shady  side  of  the  store,  and 
bolting  into  the  house,  quickly  returned  with 
a  tin  mug  of  water. 

Mrs.  Pratt  bustled  out  too,  with  much  com- 
ment and  exclamation. 

*  Oh  dear,  oh  dear.  Miss  Scarth,  how  awfully 
white  you  look  !  You've  been  dragging  a  man 
out  of  the  creek,  your  sister  says.  Shocking 
risky  work,  it  must  have  been,  and  the  chances 
are  that  he  isn't  worth  the  trouble  you've  took 
over  him  after  all.  There  are  precious  few 
men  in  these  parts  that  I  would  wet  my  feet 
in  pulling  out  of  a  puddle ;  no,  that  I  woulda't ! ' 

But  the  water  had  done  Olive  good,  banishing 
the  faintness  and  bringing  her  baick  to  her 
normal  condition. 

*  The  poor  man  is  lying  in  a  swoon  on  the 
bank ;  we  must  take  the  hand-truck  and  bring 
him  up  here.  I  am  very  much  afraid  that  he 
has  a  broken  leg,  and  he  looks  fearfully  ill,'  she 
said,  waving  her  hand  towards  a  rough,  home- 
made truck,  standing  at  a  little  distance,  and 
which  Gretchen  at  once  hurried  to  fetch. 

*He  is  not  going  to  be  brought  here.  No, 
that  he  is  not ! '  cried  Mrs.  Pratt,  instantly  on 
the  defensive,  while  a  look  of  positive    fear 
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came  on  her  worn  face.  » Miss  Scarth.  it  is  of 
no  use;  I  can't  be  bothered  with  having  a  sick 
man  here,  and  a  stranger  too,  not  even  if  he 
has  to  he  out  there  and  die  for  want  of  tend- 

woA't  r""  ^°''  ^^  ^    ^  "^'^  ^""^  ^™'  "**^  ^ 

*  But  someone  must  have  him ;  he  must  be 
taken  care  of  I  expostulated  OUve,  in  a  shocked 
tone.  1  he  store  was  the  nearest  place,  and  it 
had  seemed  only  natural  to  hca-  that  he  should 
be^  brought  there. 

*  Then  taJce  him  yourself,  and  let  your  ma 
nurse  him,'  cried  Mrs.  Pratt,  beginning  to 
sob  with  hysterical  violence.  'There  are 
plenty  of  women  at  your  house  to  look  after 
sick  folks.  In  fact,  1  should  think  that  you 
would  all  be  tumbling  over  each  other  for  want 

» n  ^  ^^  '^^**  coming  here.* 

.  \?5"f »  Gretchen,  we  must  make  haste,  op 
he  will  die,  said  Olive  sharply;  and  with  never 
a  glance  at  Mrs.  Pratt,  she  took  hold  of  one 
side  of  the  truck  handle,  and  set  off  with 
uretchen  towards  the  creek. 

*  Oh,  what  a  horrid,  selfish  little  woman  I ' 
exclajmed  Gretchen,  in  scorn  and  disgust. 

She  can't  help  it ;  think  what  her  life  is,* 
said  Ohve,  shaking  her  head;  and  then  she 
stumbled  on  a  little  faster,  although  she  was 
feeling  weak  and  shaky  still. 
The  poor  fellow  was  lying  just  as  she  had  left 
??V  ,  seemed  quite  unconscious  still,  for 
which  she  felt  rather  thankful,  as  she  knew 
how  badly  they  would  have  to  hurt  him  in 
getting  hun  on  to  the  truck. 
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It  was  fearfully  hard  work  liftinfl  him,  al- 
though they  were  both  strong  imd  capable. 
Then  when  he  was  safely  landed  on  the  truck, 
Olive  found  that  she  must  walk  behind,  sup- 
porting him  by  hdding  up  his  head  and 
shoulders,  while  Gretchen  went  in  front  and 
pulled  the  truck. 

They  chose  the  smoothest  path  they  could 
find,  but  even  the  best  was  bad,  so  far  as  smooth- 
ness went,  and  their  progress  was  slow,  because 
of  the  hot  sun  beating  upon  them. 

Mrs.  Scarth  was  pottering  about  outside  the 
house  door,  watermg  the  pumpkin  plants, 
when  the  two  girls  came  touing  up  the  slope 
with  the  truck  from  the  store,  ana  an  appar> 
ently  dead  man  lying  upon  it. 

With  a  faint  cry  she  came  running  forward, 
thinking  of  her  husband;  but  when  she  saw  it 
was  on^  a  stranger  that  was  cast  on  her  care 
and  kindness,  she  at  once  set  to  work  to  do  her 
good  motherly  best  for  him. 

*  Bring  him  into  the  shed,'  she  said,  with  a 
quick  grasp  of  the  situaticm,  *  the  house  is  too 
small  to  accommodate  a  sick  stranger,  but  we 
can  make  him  quite  comfortable  here.  His 
leg  is  broken,  you  say?  Well  then,  Olive, 
we  will  just  send  Gretchen  down  to  the  Point, 
for  Jefi  Morgan  to  come  up  and  set  it  at  once 
before  it  swells.' 

But  Vfore  Gretchen  could  start  to  do  her 
mother .  )idding,  after  helping  to  put  the  hurt 
man  on  the  bed  in  the  shed,  Dora  came  tearing 
in,  hatless  and  breathless,  with  streaming 
hair  and  wild  eyes. 
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•Mother,  mother t'  she  cried,  'father's 
canoe  has  come  floating  down  creek  to  the 
Point,  but  father  isn't  there,  and  the  men  are 
iaymg  that  he  must  be  drowned  1 ' 
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Who  was  He  ? 

•  Dora,  !iOW  couid  you  blurt  out  bad  news 
m  such  a  fashion  ? »  cried  Olive,  anffry  at  her 
sister's  indiscretion,  for  Mrs.  Scarth  turned 
wlute  and  reeled,  as  if  she  were  going  to  faint. 

But  Dora,  plumpinff  down  on  a  box  which 
stood  just  inside  the  door,  burst  into  a  fit  of 
weeping ;  while  Gretchen  with  a  hunted  look 
m  her  eyes,  dashed  away  in  the  direction  of  the 
Fomt,  to  see  for  herself  if  this  direful  news 
could  be  true. 

Olive  caught  the  swaying  figure  of  her  mother 
m  her  arms,  holding  the  dear  form  in  a  close 
clasp,  while  she  whispered  every  endearment 
she  could  think  of,  in  her  own  pain  and  confu- 
sion. *  Darling  mother,  don't  feel  so  bad  about 
It,  please  don't.  There  is  a  big  blunder  some- 
^ere,  and  dear  father  isn't  drowned  at  all; 
oh,  I  am  sure  of  it.  Be  brave,  mother ;  it  will 
all  be  nght  somehow  I  * 

*  Oh,  Olive,  think  of  the  irony  of  it ;  to 
be  so  near  home,  and  then  to  die; '  sobbed 
Mrs.  Scarth,  gasping,  and  almost  choking, 
as  she  fought  her  tendency  to  swoon. 

*We  won't  believe  it,  mother  dear,  we 
won  t  believe  it  for  a  moment  I '  aid  Olive 
decidedly.    *  Just  come  into  the  house  and  sit 
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down,  while  I  get  into  a  tidier  frock,  then  I 
^of  iT"*.^  *^*  P^^**  *"d  look  Tihl 
It  IS  just  a  stupid  m.jtake.*  ' 

1  should  be  thankful  to  sit  and  rest  auietiv 

meTZl'^^"^?*^"^"^  badly  thftit^mS 
me  feel  quite  sick.    But  we  cin't  leave  this 

fahlred  Mrs*" T.iJ2  ""'i  ^''^^'  <^^ditioV 
bl  Mii,  l^ioTtgeTSe  tX^t^ 

-nlS.^"**  """**  '?y  "^^^  '»''"•  We  can't  do 
anything  more  for  him  until  Jeff  Moro^ 
comes/  Olive  said  with  decision,  a?she  df^ 
her  mother  towards  the  open  d^or. 

un,  I  can  t  bear  to  be  left  here  alone  with 

wro'd^'°"mr*  i^/  ^*  ^*^«' P-'  -^ 

Ik?*  •    *u    *^®^®  ^^  be  come  from,   and 

I^o«^  if  J  .1.°^  ^^^«*  and  now  came  to 
^nd  beside  the  rough  bed  on  which  they  had 
laid  the  unconscious  stranger 

.n..i^°^\^l'"  stranded  on  the  rocks,  in  the 
creek  just  below  the  store,  and  I  had  f^i^d 

E'  '"/tf '^^  ^™  °"  *^  tJ^^  bank^^'s^d 
Ohve ;    and^then  as  a  bidden  thought  struck 

course  ft  mTf  T *  J^ehemently,  ^  Wh^  of 
course  It  must  have  been  the  poor  fellow^s 
^noethat  you  mistook  for  father's  I  Oh 
Dora,  how  could  you  be  so  foolish  ?  And  then 
to  rush  home  and  frighten  mother  in  such  a 
fashion  was  downright  cruel ' 
If  Olive  had  had  her  nerves  under  proper 
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control,  ihe  would  maybe  not  have  inoken 
fo  fharply.  But  the  was  shaken,  and  ex- 
hausted with  the  strain  of  all  that  she  had 
gone  through,  and  therefore  was  not  so  much 
mistress  of  herself  as  usual. 

*  I  am  very  sorry,*  said  Dora  meekly,  *  but 
I  had  to  friffhten  someone,  because  I  was  so 
badly  scared  myself.  It  was  the  men  who 
were  loading  Eora  Pratt's  scow  at  the  Point 
who  told  me  that  it  was  father's  canoe  which 
had  come  down  the  creek,  and  tiien  they  told 
me  that  he  must  be  drowned,  because  he  was 
not  in  the  canoe.  They  wanted  me  to  go  and 
look  at  the  thinff,  but  I  was  afraid,  and  ran 
home  instead.  Oh,  mumsie,  mumsie,  if  anv 
haini  .^is  come  to  our  darling  daddy,  I  shaU 
never  be  happy  again,  never  I ' 

*  Hush,  hush,  dearie,  don't  sob  like  that,  or 
you  will  certainly  make  3rourself  ill  I '  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Scarth,  freeing  herself  from 
Olive's  i>rotecting  clasp,  and  sitting  down  on  the 
box  beside  Dora,  whom  she  tried  to  comfort, 
as  one  might  soothe  a  terrified  child. 

*  Mother,  come  indoors  and  rest,  please  do,' 
pleaded  OUve,  who  was  greatly  concerned  on 
her  mother's  account,  but  felt  something  like 
a  desire  to  shake  Dora  for  giving  way  so  utterly. 

*  I  don't  feel  to  need  it,  dear,  if  it  is  not  your 
father's  canoe  that  has  got  into  difficulties,' 
Mrs.  Scarth  replied  calmly.  *  But  I  just 
can't  bear  to  see  one  of  my  girls  ffrieving  like 
this,  and  darling  Dora  always  did  let  her  feel- 
ings run  away  with  her.  Go  and  get  into 
another  frock,  Olive,  then  walk  down  to  the 
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^fci  \?»*°  S."*  °""  *•'«'>  """y  Ae  men  chow 

™^*'"~  ttj»  poor  child  lo  badly.'  ~ 

h.  .    !   nodded,   then   riippcd   away   in   all 

h^j  .i^"*  ^"  •  breakdown  was  not  such  a 
attention  ton,  acute  uudety  on  her  lather-. 

Strain  of  it  was  harder  to*^  bear*  th^  ^ 

heaviest  work  she  had  ever  doS"  ^ 

As  she  passed  the  store,  it  was  in  her  mind 

nJ^^  '^r^^  ^  ^  P'^tt  tha7th?c^d 
not  possibly  come  to  work  that  day  Ehit 
something  held  her  back,  and  Ac  keDt^on  h^ 
Tfy  »t«*dily.  while  til?  midcUy  1^  b?a^ 
down  upon  her.  until  she  turned  intothcWdU 
whSn  ltf:j*  V^*^V'  scrub-larchS!  iS 

tne  I'omt,  for  the  sake  of  convenience. 
Olive  shivered,  turning  suddenly  sick  anrl 

Iboutlhtc^^^^  ^-«t-ed 

^SToufa  voT^e^^^^^^^ 
But  how  foolish  tc    e  upset,  when  doubtless 
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it  was  a  stupid  mistake,  and  the  canoe  v  mid 
prove  to  be  the  property  of  the  poor  f  Uovt 
whom  she  had  with  so  much  difficulty  res  ^ijed 
from  the  rocks  below  the  store. 

Taking  herself  to  task  in  a  vigorous  fashion, 
she  went  forward  as  quickly  as  she  could, 
putting  her  feet  down  with  a  stamp  at  every 
step,  because  she  felt  so  queer  and  wobbly,  and 
the  stamping  seemed  somehow  to  restore  her 
courage. 

Evidently  the  group  saw  her  coming,  for  they 
broke  and  scattered,  only  two  or  three  remain- 
ing beside  some  object  on  the  ground,  which 
of  course  must  be  the  canoe. 

*  Ah,  there  is  Gretchen,  now  I  shall  know  I  * 
she  exclaimed,  with  a  dry  little  sob ;  and  then 
she  stopped  short,  feeling  that  she  simply  could 
not  take  another  step  forward,  until  she  knew 
what  there  was  to  be  known. 

Gretchen  came  slowly  along,  her  head 
poked  forward,  her  shoulders  bowed,  and  her 
face  drawn  into  a  sort  of  convulsed  pucker, 
which  would  have  been  comic  if  it  had  not  been 
so  terribly  suggestive  of  the  very  bad  news 
that  lav  behind. 

*  Oh,'  Olive,  I  am  thankful  that  you  have 
come  down  ;  I  was  just  thinking  of  coming  up 
to  fetch  you,  for  it  is  altogether  a  most  mysteri- 
ous business,'  Gretchen  burst  out  in  eager 
tones  as  soon  as  she  was  within  shouting  dis- 
tance. 

*  Is  it— is  it  father's  canoe  ?  *  panted  Ohve. 
'  Yes,  without  doubt,  for  the  name,  Jacob 

Scarth,  is  plain  to  be  seen  on  the  inside,  where 
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Benny  and  I  burned  it  in  with  a  red-hot  poker 
before  father  started,'  said  Gretchen,  adding 
eagerly,  *  But  I  don't  believe  that  father  came 
down  creek  in  that  canoe;  I  think  the  man 
who  brought  it  down  must  have  been  that 
stranger,  whom  you  rescued  from  the  rocks. 
Of  course  dear  father  would  have  had  too  much 
sense  to  do  such  a  mad  thing  as  to  try  shooting 
those  rapids;  besides,  there  would  be  no 
reason  in  his  doing  so,  as  he  would  be  nearer 
home  above  them.* 

'  Of  course,  of  course,  we  might  have  thought 
of  that  I '  exclaimed  Olive,  who  was  feverishly 
eager  to  be  convinced ;  then  she  asked  anx- 
iously, *  But  if  it  is  father's  canoe,  then  where 
is  father  ?  ' 

Gretchen's  face  grew  suddenly  hard,  and  she 
said  sharply,  *  Ah,  that  is  what  we  want  to 
know,  and  when  that  man  we  carried  hoihe 
comes  to  his  senses,  that  is  what  he  will  have 
to  tell  us.  I  have  sent  Jeff  Morgan  up  to  our 
house  to  set  the  broken  leg,  as  mother  wished, 
but  he  went  the  other  way,  because  he  would 
not  meet  you.' 

Olive  nodded,  and  looked  after  Jeff  Morgan's 
retreating  figure  with  a  dull  thankfulness  for 
his  delicacy  in  avoiding  her.  He  was  making  a 
path  of  his  own  through  the  scrub-larches, 
and  would  doubtless  be  badly  scratched  with 
bramble-thorns  before  he  got  through;  but 
it  was  easier  for  him  just  then  to  run  the  risk 
of  any  number  of  scratches,  than  to  face  Olive 
and  have  to  answer  her  possible  questions. 

Olive  gripped  at  Gretchen's  arm  to  support 
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herself,  as  she  walked  up  to  the  canoe  which 
had  beeu  drawn  high  up  out  of  the  water.  It 
was  battered  in  appearance,  as  if  i'  had  seen 
very  rough  usage  indeed ;  one  side  was  almost 
stove  in,  and  it  had  evidently  begun  to  leak 
badly. 

Olive  dropped  on  her  knees  beside  it,  and 
began  to  turn  over  the  bags  and  bundles  which 
were  stowed  in  the  canoe,  and  which  by  some 
miraculous  chance  had  not  been  upset  into  the 
water  when  the  little  craft  came  down  the 
rapids. 

She  had  a  right  to  turn  over  these  things, 
which  no  one  there  would  have  ventured  to 
dispute.  None  of  the  onlookers  had  attempted 
to  lay  a  finger  on  the  lading  of  the  little  craft, 
since  they  had  seen  the  name  of  Jacob  ^-  \rth 
burned  into  the  side. 

There  was  an  odd  assortment  of  n  r  .^^sh 
tied  up  in  those  bundles,  and  Olive  turned 
them  over  with  a  vague  distrust  of  her  own 
right  to  search  through  these  articles,  which 
had  certainly  never  belonged  to  her  dear 
father.  Some  pipes,  a  small  packet  of  plug 
tobacco  of  the  very  rankest  and  coarsest 
description.  Two  or  three  cheap  novelettes, 
of  the  kind  that  Jacob  Scarth  would  have 
scorned  to  touch.  Some  very  rough  and 
dirty  clothing  such  us  a  prospector  would 
wear.  Then  came  a  leather  wallet,  which  she 
opened  with  a  great  trembling,  for  it  was  surely 
here  that  she  would  find  the  clue  to  the  whole 
mystery. 

The  first  thing  that  came  out  was  a  hard 
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iSf  "^S^h-  y^  "P  ""  »  '""J^J  blue  hand- 

has  found  the  gold,  now  wfsh^X  rich  1  • " 

taneous  movement  fomard  ^        ^^  "  '"""'■ 
her"fL  Jr*  *^'*  *'  "  ''*'  "^"^  '^ere  desertiw 

g'«^i:ra^-te^p«^-S 

P^^n^KuTrh^ad^fcal  litB 
round  with  the  handkerchfeT^^ftreSSLn^ 

£;srd»e:s-.-n^fS| 
psrw^:rdrjatti^"*isu£w 

ifeanldV:^^rea  ^^  -"sr^ettrTh! 

tn  H,.  T"     •     ■ ''"  Memory  carried  her  back 
muWni;™?  '"  '■"'  •'"°'^-  ^hen  that  lone 

rteot^^^S.t^^^din-s"-"^ 

-"^^x-oroSL--xra-- 
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down  crefek  in  her  father's  canoe  ?  And  what 
had  been  happening  out  there  in  the  wilder- 
ness beyond  the  great  morasses  ? 

Gretchen  was  still  shouting,  '  It  is  gold,  real 
gold,  and  father  has  found  it  I '  but  Olive  put 
up  her  hand  to  stop  the  outcry,  and  beckoned 
to  the  men  to  come  nearer. 

*Is  it  gold?'  she  asked,  pointing  to  the 
lumps  of  yellow-streaked  earth  lying  on  the 
handkerchief.  *  And  do  you  think  that  it  is  in 
paying  quantities  ? ' 

The  men  came  near,  and  dropped  on  their 
knees  in  an  excited  group  round  the  handker- 
chief. Some  of  those  who  had  gone  away 
came  back,  and  a  thrill  of  excitement  went 
through  them  all,  for  gold-seeking  of  that  sort 
is  only  another  name  for  gambling,  the  stakes 
being  great  riches,  and  the  risks  out  of  all 
proportion  to  the  rewards. 

One  of  the  men  had  been  in  Alaska,  working 
for  one  whole  year  at  mining  and  sluicing, 
and  it  was  to  him  th::t  the  ethers  turned,  as 
one  might  look  to  an  oracle,  or  the  decider  of 
destiny,  and  the  master  of  fate. 

*No,  it  ain't  gold.  Not  in  my  opinion, 
leastwise,'  pronounced  the  oracle.  *  It  is  what 
they  call  "  false  hope  "  in  Alaska,  so  near  like 
the  real  thing  as  to  deceive  any  one  but  an 
expert,  but  good  for  nothing.' 

A  smothered  cry  burst  from  Gretchen,  who 

covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and  stood  so 

for  a  few  moments,  as  if  she  would  shut  out  the 

sight  of  her  ruined  hopes  and  Mpirations. 

But  Olive  had  turned  to  the  leather  wallet 
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there  was  to  discov«  ""  ''°"''  °'  »" 

int'^S^^T^;  °*,-?i«ed  up  this  time 
the  ve^  bo"tom  of  the  w^^-^f,  '^"l  «» 

two;,  but^hw  tte^S/'?  """"^PPed.  then 

before  her  astonS  Sze  wtVe^V/f'  ^^'^ 
her  father   which  hi  J  "*®  '***«''  from 

peared  from  hefd^k  in  f^'*^"Ti^  <*'«'P- 
house,  and  Witt  it^^J^^  *^'  ^°°?«*  «*ooi- 

gently  on  the  .S^t^^^^t,^"!"-   t°"»hing   her 

thought  that  ti,S.gs  of  to  faS^'^ T  th-  "f 
have  come  to  her  frr,^  lu  f-  °*^*'»  ""st 
packet  S  ifa  ^'v    ™  **?  ™«^'™  o'  that 

the  presence  of  th^  Jll  u  ^''''°  forgetting 
about  h«fn  awed  sil.^™'  l\^^°<^  g^uped 
to  the  edge'^fXttS  lli^^^jt'l 
mto  a  fit  of  weeping.  '  ^**  ^"^^^^ 
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*  Is  father  dead  ?  *  asked  Gretchen,  her  face 
going  the  colour  of  ashes,  as,  kneeling  beside 
Olive,  she  slid  an  arm  round  her  waist,  trying 
to  comfort  her.  But  Olive  was  too  overcome 
by  violent  sobbing  to  answer  her,  so  Gretchen, 
with  her  one  free  hand,  proceeded  to  explore  the 
packet  for  herself. 

*  Why,  it  is  the  letter  father  sent  you,  and  the 
map !  *  she  cried,  her  voice  rising  in  a  rapid 
crescendo,  until  it  reached  a  slmek  of  pure 
amazement. 

Then  Ezra  Pratt,  who  was  one  of  the  group 
of  men  stiandiiig  round,  and  who  considered 
himself  in  a  way  the  friend  and  benefactor  of 
the  family,  moved  a  step  or  two  nearer,  and 
asked,  *  What  letter  ?  Has  your  father  sent 
a  letter  ?  * 

*  No,  no,*  gasped  Gretchen,  whose  wonder 
and  fear  made  her  incoherent.  '  At  least  father 
wrote  the  letter,  only  it  was  a  long  time  ago, 
back  in  the  early  spring  before  he  went  away, 
and  he  sent  it  to  my  sister  at  Redway  Falls. 
But  it  was  stolen  from  her,  at  least  I  mean  it 
was  missing  from  her  desk,  when  the  school- 
house  got  drowned  out,  and  with  it  the  map  of 
the  route  that  father  was  to  take  to  find  the 
gold.  So  he  had  to  go  off  without  a  map, 
except  what  he  could  remember  in  his  head. 
And  now  here  it  is  in  his  canoe,  but  how  did  it 
get  there  ? ' 

*  Gold  1  you  mean  to  say  that  your  pa  went 
fossickin'  round  for  gold — ^he  ?  *  demanded  the 
man  from  Alaska,  with  as  much  amazement 
in  his  tone  as  he  might  have  displayed  if  any 
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KoK-  ^^  }^^^  i"^™  *^**  Mrs.  Pratt  and  her 

ires,  but  he  knew  where  to  so :  at  lea^t  h*» 
thought  he  did/  stammered  Gretdien,  g^owin^ 
^"ghtened  and  confused,  as  she  wonde^e^^f 
she  had  said  too  much.  All  the  ^unf^^^^^^ 
had  guarded  so  carefully  the  secret  of  ttTe  in! 
formation  given  by  the  dying  stranger  thlt  ?t 
TaTSlr^ut"'^^'^"^  toUothi&^'^l^tl^ 
fhin  ^^,?Fa  Pratt  who  came  nearer  to  Olive 

her  fC  h^'  '""^'^"^  ^^  "^^^'^t'  that  it  rousJd 
ner  from  her  grievmg  at  once. 

Miss  Scarth,  won't  you  teU  us  all  vou  can 

?f  "*.*'*!:  !?f  ^  y^"^  ^^ther  went,  and  whT? 
It  can't  hurt  for  anyone  to  know  now.  There's 
not  a  mail  here  that  wouldn't  respect  his  dafm 

/niats  so  that's  so,  you  may  reckon  on 
us  burst  m  hoarse  murmurs  from  the  «oud 
gathered  round;  and  to  their  h^noi^^e"? 
know^,  ^ey  meant  what  they  said.  '  '* 

And  It  IS  only  "  false  hope,"  when  vou'v** 

I'^kr^as^lf  S''r'r^-*^  the  marfrom 
AiasKa,   as  if  he  would  remind  his  weaker 

no^'^*^,5*eltt'"""°"  ^  **^^  '"^ -^ 

dying  man  had  given  her  fathS  certe^  t 
formation  which  he  had  set  out  to  I^upo^" 
Then  she  spoke  of  how  the  letter  had  ^I 
appeared,  and  finally  she  told  that  Toud  of 
men  what  she  had   never  spoken  ofT^Cre 
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how  she  had  oTeiheard  two  men  talking  of 
another  man  who  had  foimd  a  letter  telling  of  a 
gold  find,  and  had  set  off  hot-foot  to  get  to  the 
nl&ce  first 

*  Why  didn't  you  speak  of  it  then  ?  Couldn't 
you  trust  any  of  us  ? '  asked  Ezra  Pratt  in 
deep  chagrin.  *Your  father  told  me  some- 
thing of  his  plans,  and  would  have  told  me 
more,  only  I  warned  him  not  to,  on  the  prin- 
ciple of  least  said  soonest  mended.  But  this 
was  different  and  ought  to  have  been  looked 
into.' 

*  I  know,  and  I  meant  to  have  gone  into  the 
supper-room  and  made  the  men  tell  me  the 
name  of  that  other  one ;  but  just  then  th^re 
were  shots  and  screams,  and  it  was  those  two 
men  who  were  kiUed,'  Olive  replied  with  a 
shudder. 

*  And  you  never  let  on  to  anybody  about 
what  you'd  heard  ?  '  demanded  the  man  from 
Alaska,  in  great  astonishment. 

'  No ;  I  did  not  like  to  alarm  my  mother 
and  sisters,  for  no  amount  of  talking  would 
have  done  any  good,'  she  replied  faintly. 

*  Well,  you  are  the  very  first  woman  I  ever 
knowed  as  could  keep  a  secret  of  any  sort, 
and  you  ain't  more  than  a  bit  of  a  girl  by  the 


looks  of  you. 


of  you.  I'm  downright  proud  to  make 
your  acquaintance,  that  I  am,  and  the  man 
from  Alaska  swept  his  battered  old  hat  from 
his  head,  with  an  admiring  flourish  more 
eloquent  than  words. 

Olive  just  bowed  her  head  in  acknowledg- 
ment, and  then  turned  eagerly  to  Ezra  Pratt, 
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whom  the  trusted  because  she  knew  thnf  hj« 
to  look  for  mv  father  ?    Tf  i- «i  .^^^'^  party 

place  which  was  marked  on  theman  Td  tl«^ 
rt  seems  a,  if  he  must  hayet'Z^^Vt^ 
^t  happened  after  that  is  pure  conjlcture' 

waiting  game  so  far  a,  itVLf ^M^ 
m  the  end  vou  may  find  that  tiiines  kre  no? 
quite  so  bad  as  they  look     Yon,  f£?i,^    °* 

Sed'oTth^™"''.  forces'^;rith  "Ss't^p  ^^J 
^cked  off  the  rocks,  and  have  sent  hJm  home  to 

he  W  ,^Tt^  '•'"!;?  •"*"  y°»  tear  whS 
•  H^i^^  u  ™5L  "•  ■""  <"^  defence.' 

obieVj^  W^"^- '"'"  ».""'«'  in  the  first  place/ 
Objected  Ohve,  m  a  spirited  tone.         ^      ' 

VVell,  as  to  that  there's  a  diiference  nt 
opimon.  as  to  whether  getting  a^d  s^^r^^ 
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could  ever  be  called  thievinff.  There  it  mnny 
a  man  who  reckons  himself  a  highly  moral 
person,  who  goes  to  meetin'  regular,  and 
wouldn't  tell  lies  on  paper  to  save  his  life  al- 
most, but  yet  wouldn  t  think  it  any  sin  to  pull 
out  his  neighbour's  claim  pegs,  or  do  any 
other  sort  of  cheating  to  get  gold,'  said  Ezra 
Pratt,  in  a  judicial  tone.  Then  he  offered  to 
have  the  canoe  and  all  it  contained  carried  up 
from  the  Point  to  her  mother's  house  free  of 
charge,  a  kindness  which  Olive  accepted  with 
sincere  gratitude. 

She  and  Gretchen  walked  home  hand  in  hand 
behind  the  wagon,  on  which  the  canoe  was 
being  carr'ed  up  the  hill.  It  was  like  a  funeral 
at  which  they  two  were  chief  mourners,  and  to 
Gretcheu  at  least  it  was  the  funeral  of  many 
hopes,  and  many  ardent  ambitions. 

If  the  supposed  gold  was  not  gold  at  all, 
then  there  was  no  he  m  prospect  that  their 
father,  even  if  he  were  still  alive,  would  ever  be 
rich.  So  her  brilliant  castles  in  the  air  crum- 
bled into  ruins  at  her  feet,  and  as  the  wagon 
with  the  canoe  turned  up  past  the  unfinished 
hotel  and  entered  the  land  which  they  had 
cultivated  with  so  much  hard  work  and  pains- 
taking, she  said  in  a  tone  that  was  sharp  with 
regret,  *  So  we  shall  have  to  depend  upon  our- 
selves after  all  1 ' 

'  What  do  you  mean  ?  *  asked  Olive  in  sur- 
prise, for  it  was  the  first  time  either  had  broken 
silence  since  the  wagon  had  started  from  the 
Point. 

*  I  mean  that,  if  we  want  to  get  on  11  the 


Who  was  He  ? 


^37 

world,    we   shall    have   to  do   it   ourselves 
Gretchen  said  almost  resentfully      °""*^^^^»' 

real   L'^^'Tk*    ^V*  *^**  *^*«^  ^:.'  is  the  only 
«al  way,  the  only  way  that  lasts/  replS 


t  =^ 


CHAPTER  THE  TENTH 

The  Waiting 

Mb8.  Scarth  was  in  the  shed  with  Jeff 
Morgan,  who  was  setting  the  stranger's  broken 
leg.  Olive  thought  at  first  that  Dora  must  be 
in  there  too»  as  she  was  not  to  be  seen.  But 
the  mother  said  no :  Dora  had  fled  away  on 
Jeff  Morgan's  approach,  from  fear  that  the  in- 
jured man  womd  groan  or  cry  out  when  his 
damaged  limb  was  being  set  and  bound. 

*She  is  hiding  somewhere,  I  expect,'  said 
Gretchen,  with  a  sort  of  pitying  tolerance. 

*  Although  Dora  is  so  pretty,  she  has  no  pluck 
at  all,  and  is  frightened  out  of  her  senses  if 
anyone  is  ill  or  has  a  bad  pain.' 

^We  must  find  her  then,  for  I  want  to  talk 
to  her  about  the  things  we  have  found.*  Olive 
said,  as  they  went  into  the  house  together, 
after  the  men  had  lifted  the  canoe  from  the 
wagon,   and  left  it  lying  outside  the  door. 

*  I  want  to  ask  her  how  mucfi  she  thinks  we 
ought  to  tell  mother.  Poor  mother,  she  will 
be  so  frightfully  worried,  and  will  think  that 
all  sorts  of  evil  things  must  have  happened  to 
dear  father  1 ' 

*  I  don't  know  what  Dora  will  say ;  but  I 
think  that  mother  ought  to  be  told  everythii^ 
that  we  know.  It  is  torment  anyway,  but  it 
will  not  be  quite  so  hard  for  her  to  bear,  if 
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Olive  looked  dreadfully  worrieil      •P-«.k- 

Gretchen  emitted  a  sound  between  »  ^,«* 
discovered  Dora  lying  in  ^'  wifh      ^n'*'^ 

™aae  a  vi^c^oirCraW^e^S  t' 

But  Gretchen  was  obduratp    ar^r^  u      * 
was    downriahf    m.,«,  f  '  ^"*^  "^^  ^o^^e 

♦<5t*»«^^^     t^^'"'    ®s    ste    said    shortlv 
Sit  up  and  don't  be  a  silJy  baby     OUve^^^i 
have  got  something  far   far  3^  y^iveand  I 

hear  than  a  few  ^r^L       T  "^  ^°''  y°"  *« 
•nn«  ^u-        T     snneks   and  gmana  fro«.  a 
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*  Is  it  about  father,  and  is  he  dead  ? '  de- 
manded Dora,  sitting  erect  on  her  mattress, 
and  becoming  suddenly  womanly  in  her  man- 
ner, for  it  was  characteristic  of  her  that  al- 
though a  Uttle  trouble  made  her  behave  like  a 
foolish  child,  a  really  big  one  always  developed 
the  latent  womanliness  in  her. 

Olive  came  into  the  room  at  this  moment, 
and  sitting  on  the  bed  began  at  the  beginning, 
and  told  Dora  all  that  there  was  to  be  known 
of  actual  fact,  doubt,  and  suspicion. 

*  Oh,  it  is  plain  to  me  what  nas  happened  t  * 
cried  Dora,  beating  with  clenched  fists  on  the 
mattress.  'That  Uttle  cat  Amelia  Foster 
must  have  stolen  your  letter  that  morning, 
before  the  flood  came  in.  Everything  points 
to  it.  Then  I  expect  she  told  her  father,  -  at 
odious  school-manager  who  bundled  you 
off  home  in  such  a  hurry,  so  that  he  might 
start  off  on  his  journey  to  steal  father's  gold 
without  arousing  your  suspicions.  Why,  it  is  as 
plain  as  the  nose  in  your  face  !  How  wanting 
you  must  be  in  penetration,  Olive,  not  to  have 
seen  it  for  yourself  I  * 

*  I  might  have  done,  if  it  had  all  fallen  out 
just  as  you  suppose,'  said  Olive  quietly.  *  But 
to  begin  with — ^Amelia  Foster  was  not  at 
school  that  morning  when  the  flood  came,  and 
had  not  been  there  for  a  week,  becauf^e  she  was 
unwell.  Then  when  Mrs.  Baldwin  wrote  last 
week,  she  told  me  that  Mr.  Foster  had  been 
poorly  for  more  than  two  months,  and  was 
only  just  beginning  to  get  about  again.' 

'  Very  weU,  it  must  ^ve  been  someone  else 


■ 
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noHsa  have  feed  on^?ff^^""  P^'f 
before  this.»  ^*^'  *  ^°^*°  P^op^^ 

the  ri^Ss  '  i^.r    ^^''??'*^.y^"d^d  about 

«Ud  OU^el^Slrf  *  "'  ^^'^  "•"'her ?  • 

^^d    bear  pin  and  keen  anriety  M 

raeX  ^d'^L?"*'  ''""8  suffering  to  some- 
„i1t^  u      ™**  someone  the  dew  mother 

|.^edn,oment.    r/lne^^.°^t^*,tX"p 

transparent.  Besides,  it  wiU  not  be  half  ^n. 
hard  for  her  to  know  that  a  thief  has  stolen 
father's  canoe,  as  it  would  be  for  her  to^ret  and 
worry  herself  with  thinking  thTt  fl'h«  S^ 


11 
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been  drowned  somewhere  on  the  journey  down 
creek.' 

*I  had  not  thought  of  that!'  exclaimed 
Olive,  with  a  relieved  air,  catching  at  the  sug- 
gestion as  a  drowning  man  might  clutch  at  a 
straw.     *  Will  you  tell  her,  Dora,  or  must  I  ?  * 

*  You,  of  course.  I  should  make  an  awful 
muddle  of  it,  and  very  likely  frighten  her  into 
an  apoplectic  fit,  or  something  equally  serious. 
I  have  no  gift  for  making  bad  news  palatable, 
but  when  you  have  an3rthing  hard  to  com- 
municate, I  notice  that  faith  and  hope  shine 
from  your  eyes,  and  your  whole  person  eman- 
ates a  sort  of  courage  that  is  stimulating  and 
infectious.' 

•Don't  make  fun,  Dora;  I  can't  bear  it 
just  now,'  said  Olive,  with  a  strained  look  on 
her  face,  for  the  situation  was  almost  more 
than  she  could  endure. 

*  I  was  not  making  fun ;  nothing  was  farther 
from  my  thoughts,'  answered  Dora.  *  I  only 
spoke  as  I  felt.  But  look  here,  Olive,  do  beat 
your  brains  a  bit,  and  tell  me  if  there  is  any- 
one whom  you  can  in  the  least  suspect  of 
having  walked  off  with  that  letter.' 

Olive  hesitated,  turned  a  littie  paler,  then 
said  slowly,  *  There  was  only  one  person  whom 
it  seemed  in  any  way  possible  to  connect  with 
the  affair,  and  yet  it  is  the  meanest  thing  in 
the  world  to  accuse  him,  even  in  my  thoughts.' 

*  Name,  name  1  *  cried  Dora  impatiently, 
drubbing  with  her  fists  on  the  mattress  again, 
while  her  heels  tapped  smartly  on  the  floor,  in 
order  to  hurry  her  sister. 
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iJi5  ^^^*^  ^°^  ^8  name,'  faltered  Olive 
looking  miserably  ashamed  of  hersS?  as  she 

thi^  tl  ''T*'  ^P^<>^  into  words!    *  But 
loL^^  "^^^^  '^''''^^  ""«  from  the  flooded 

&?ho^t^h!f^^"^.'?  ^-  BaldwinTaid, 
although  before  he  had  been  apparently  eoini 

to'^d^'lST^^f-     S?J»«  Aeoft^meS 
FnJf^r        ™  overland  to  catch  the  boat  at 

l^n^f'"^'''  ""^  ^^^  """^  »*  ^^  neS 

wri^SS'L'*  ^**°^8  q^«er  I '  ejaculated  Dora, 
wrmkling  her  nose  and  frowninc  hard.    *  WouW 

y^;^,!^o\Wm  again  ?    WhatWhiMkr^ 
Ohve  shook  her  head.    *!  am  not^e-  I 

^d  th^^ J*"  ^J^i  HP  ^tli  a  handkerchief, 
?^i  u?*  ??*  *  ^«^  8*ain  on  it,  as  if  he  had 
hurt  himself.    But  it  seems  wicked  evin  to 

TsispTcion.''''^*  ^  *^'  '""^^  '^'^^^  ^*^  ^"«^ 
*  You  can't  mention  his  name  if  vou  don't 

gooa  loojc  at  him,  you  surely  must  have  eat 
^t^Ti '??°'  ^hathe^s  like.  Xjhl 
o"  a  U^y^^^V""*''  "  »  P°«t.  »  »  sea-captain. 

swCTeTlitr.}  T"^,^^  y""-'  Olive  an- 
swered,  with  a  lanab.    « The  only  thine  which 

ghp^^out  &>  was  the  J  of  AcH^ 

ok™  ^'^^L'  ^'"Pded  Dora  sharply. 

effort^  i^J^A  "  ",'^"  severe  mental 
effort ,    then  said   wonderingly.    '  Now  where 
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have  I  seen  a  chin  like  that  ?    Oh,  I  remember, 
that  picture  of  Tony  is  like  it.' 

*  Perhaps  it  was  Tony/  suggested  Gretchen, 
who  was  much  given  to  wild  guessing  and 
similar  flights  of  fancy. 

*  Of  course  it  must  have  been,*  said  Dora, 
with  a  short  laugh.  *And  doubtless  he  was 
on  his  way  up  here  to  steal  our  dear  gold 
mine,  which  after  all  is  not  worthy  of  the 
name,  according  to  expert  evid^ice  on  the 
sample.  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  how  awful  it  was 
that  dear  father  should  have  gone  away,  and 
all  these  troubles  to  be  dumped  upon  us,  just 
for  nothing  at  all !  No,  no,  Olive,  don't 
preach  to  me  about  the  sweet  and  sacred  uses 
of  adversity,  because  I  won*t  stand  it.  I 
know  that  you  have  not  done  it  yet,  but  I  can 
see  the  words  burning  on  your  tongue,  and 
although  you  may  find  disaster  a  useful  cor- 
rective, I  don't.  I  expect  my  nature  is  too 
shallow  to  be  improved,  so  all  I  ask  for  is  to 
be  let  alone ; '  and  rolling  herself  into  a  heap 
on  the  lumpy  mattress,  Dora  biurst  into  a 
storm  of  tears. 

Olive  did  not  stay  to  comfort  her,  for  at  that 
moment  she  heard  the  mother's  voice  calling, 
and  hurried  out  to  find  Mrs.  Scarth  in  anxious 
talk  with  Jeff  Morgan,  who  looked  the  other 
way  when  Olive  approached,  which  was  his 
way  of  showing  ^rmpathy. 

*  Olive  dear,  Mr.  Morgan  thinks  the  poor 
man  hps  had  a  very  bad  chill  and  is  in  for 
an  attack  of  fever,*  said  Mrs.  Scarth,  with  more 
energy  than  was  usual  with  her. 
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•What  shaU  wc  do  with  him  ?  *  cried  Olive 
aghast,  for  an  attack  of  fever  might  easilv? 
mean  rheumatic  fever,  which  wcSid  entail 
weeks,  perhaps  months  of  miremitting  nursins. 
Oh,  we  must  just  do  the  best  that  we  can/ 
replied  her  mother,  in  an  easy  tone.  »  What  a 
good  thing  It  IS  that  I  have  you  at  home  to  help 

^^  rlJT  ^°?  "  ^"^  afraid  of  sick  people, 
and  Gretchen  is  too  young  to  be  of  muS  use 
in  lookmg  after  an  invalid/ 

It  was  on  the  tip  of  OUve's  tongue  to  say 
that  she  was  ^afd  too.  But  she  checked 
Ihifw    *tf  "^^  determined  not  to  show  the 

veuS^  thi'  '^:  "?^^  ¥p  ^*-  She  mar- 
Ift^A  t  u^*  ''***;'*^*  ^^  excitement  dis- 
played by  her  mother,  until  she  remembered 
how,  m  years  gone  by,  a  baby  sister  who  came 
*r*\^5't^^^'^  ^^  Bluey  had  died,  and  her 
r  ^f  «f  *^  ^^.  broken-hearted  at  first,  until 
Gretchen  went  down  with  scarlet  fever,  and 
K^^^  so  much  nursing  that  Mrs.  Scarth 
seemed  quite  to  forget  her  sorrow  for  the  dead 

«r™  f  Ju®  unceasmg  care  which  had  to  be 
given  to  the  hving  one. 

That  it  was  a  stranger  who  claimed  her  kind- 
ness now,  made  no  real  difference:  it  was  the 
absorbing  ne«l  which  would  engross  her.  And 
Ohye  realized  with  somethin|  like  a  pfng, 
that  untU  this  stranger  recovered  or  died 
Mrs.  Scarth  would  give  herself  no  time  to  sit 

«n  J?i,f    ^"^"^  '''^*',  ^^^  husband's  absence, 
and  the  mystery  overshadowing  his  fate. 

Yet  it  was  better  so.    There  might  even 
be  no  real  reason  lor  grieving.    M?.  Scarth 
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had  prob  biy  joined  forces  with  this  man,  and 
sent  him  doum  creek  to  make  arrangements  for 
registering  the  claim  in  their  jomt  names. 

But  even  while  she  tried  to  comfort  herself 
with  this  sort  of  reasoning,  Olive  knew  that 
she  put  no  faith  in  it,  and  her  heart  ached  with 
bitter  pain  and  the  dire  perplexity  of  it  all. 

What  was  she  to  do  ?  What  could  she  do  ? 
Ezra  Pratt  and  the  other  men  had  said  that 
there  was  nothing  to  be  done  until  the  sick 
man  recovered  sufficiently  to  explain  the 
mysteiT,  or  at  least  so  much  of  it  as  concerned 
himself  and  his  possession  of  Jacob  Scarth's 
canoe. 

But  suppose  he  would  not  tell  ? 

*  There  are  those  in  Orsay  who  will  make 
him  tell,  if  only  he  gets  better  enough  to  be 
forced  into  speaking,'  she  muttered  to  herself, 
setting  her  lips  in  resolute  lines,  as  she  turned 
away  to  find  Gretchen,  and  ask  her  to  go  down 
to  the  store  to  let  Mrs.  Pratt  know  that  she 
could  not  possibly  come  that  day. 

*  Shall  I  stay  down  there  and  do  what  I  can  ?  * 
asked  Gretchen.  *  We  shall  not  have  their 
money  or  the  chance  of  earning  it  very  long, 
and  I  suppose  that  we  shall  ne^  it  more  than 
ever  now,  witii  this  sick  man  to  keep.  Oh, 
it  does  seem  hard  that  we,  who  are  so  burdened, 
should  have  this  extra  load  flung  on  us  I  * 

*  As  it  happens,  I  would  rather  we  had  the 
man  than  that  he  should  have  been  taken  any- 
where else.  For  we  shall  have  our  chance  of 
getting  to  know  how  it  was  that  he  came  to  be 
m  possession  of  father's  canoe,*  replied  Olive. 
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Jfa*  Pr2"'1 ""  "?  ""^  "  y°"  »t«yed  to  help 

all  the  mean  ugliness  rfhS  KMe^™^^  T^""* 

I  <4  toJ^'-i^^^^'tSarL^r^er^r 
Ohve  what  shall  we  do  if  wehavem,;  t„  C* 

s^;  a^iifer^  -^^to^'^:x\= 

SS?^"2??t  privately  she  was  jv^tlt,^^ 
aepressed  as  it  was  possible  to  be. 

while  you  know  what  Kingsley  sa^      ^ 

"Do  the  thing  that's  nearest 
Though  Its  dun  at  whiles." 

nounsh  of  her  hands  which   was  more  ex- 
pressive than  words.  OUye  turned  b^k  to  the 

Jeff  m'^^'P  ^  T^]"^'  "^^  «>«  sick  iZ 
.  .•'«\Morgan  had  done  his  WOTk  withn«n 

aderable  ddll.    He  had  receiv^TgZ^m^T- 
only,  alas  1  he  was  his  own  worst  ene^.^d 
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had  drifted  lower  and  lower,  untfl  he  became  a 
mmer,  earning  his  living  with  pick  and  shovel. 
,  Whenever  he  succeeded  in  saving  a  few  dollars 
he  w^t  m  for  a  wild  burst  of  dissipation,  which 
speedil^r  brought  him  again  to  destitution,  and 
the  saving  need  of  hard  work. 

But  he  had  not  quite  forgotten  all  the  cul- 
ture and  refinement  of  his  earlier  years,  and  he 
was  sufficiently  good-natured  to  be  always 
wilhng  to  do  his  best  for  any  one  in  trouble,  and 
Mrs.  Scarth  knew  that  he  might  be  trusted  to 
l<x)k  after  the  sick  man  as  wdl  as  a  fuUy  qua- 
lified dpctor.  And  no  doctor  lived  within 
thirty  miles  of  Orsay. 

Jeff  had  stripped  off  the  injured  man's  wet 
garments,  had  set  and  bound  the  broken  hmb 
m  the  most  approved  professional  style,  and 
then  he  had  done  his  best  in  helping  Mrs.  Scarth 
make  the  shed  into  some  semblance  of  a  com- 
fortable sick-room. 

*  And,  Olive,  he  was  so  kind.  He  said  that  he 
would  have  come  to  stay  all  night  with  the 
poor  man,  so  that  we  could  all  go  to  bed,  but 
there  is  a  man  dymg  m  a  litfle  shack,  two 
miles  further  down  the  creek,  and  there  is  no 
one  but  Jeff  to  stay  with  him  to-night,*  said 
Mrs.  Scarth,  who  was  spreading  a  dean  cover- 
let over  the  poor  piece  of  flotsam  Olive  had 
rescued  from  the  creek. 

*I  will  sit  up  with  him  to-night,  mother, 
only  you  will  have  to  tell  me  what  to  do,' 
OUve  said  briskly.  She  had  decided  that  the 
best  way  not  to  be  afraid  of  the  sick  man  was 
to  do  as  much  for  him  as  possible,  and   had 
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<l^te  determined  in  hi.,.  «-^      .  ^^^ 

was  not  ^Z  Z^h^'Z  ^""^  *^*  she 
with  niglS-niSsi^.         h«-  mother  worn  out 

Scarth  repLd!^^  ^  *^^*^  morning.'  jS 

^trthTda^^^^^  early  that 

strain.    She  dent  lifcf  ?  i!?  ^*^°«.and  ftJl  of 

quiet  houses  asking  h^^J^"*^*  '«*<>  the 
cause the^rm^w^iS*^™®  *°d  help,  be- 

would  undo  afi  Jeff  Moinf  P*^  probable  he 

and  that  the  le^  ^X^?^  \^«»"^  work. 

again  when  he  h3Z^i>?  ^.  ^  set  ovS 

With  a  «»Wv«  SJ2f^'''*°^"'«toncemore 

Olive  huddlSl  h"  d;^^:,^"^^  not  repr^; 

rapther's    assist^ee^^^"^  ^"^  "^^^  to  hei 
''ther  three  g^fa  ^j  5?^^   «he    envied    the 
«  PeacefuBy^e^"*  J^^j;  ^ho  were  lying 
cares  of  the  dayf wStS^  ^  *he  worries  ^anf 
take  the  respo^b^jj ,  ?"*  ^™^ne  must 
as  they  came  .'TSSdn?!  T  *^*^  ^^^^culties 
yet  feeling  a  vSS  fowa^'^If  t  P°^'"«' 
humed  out  mto  the  war^  «w  **   heart,  she 
which  was  not  deep  enoSS?f5^f  i,*"'  ^*^  ™«ht. 
midsunnner  was  W  3'°'^^«ss,  though 

I  cannot  find  hi£.  Yuk  vn»  t 
hun  anywhere  1 »  WSli  «  ^  "  ^  *^*^^  find 
a  pathos  of  bittem^S«f  nr*"'**'  ^*h  such 

-p  on  t.e  ^  oTT^S!^^;^^^^ 
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door  of  the  ihed,  which  itood  dfehtly  ajar, 
and  entered  to  find  her  mother  iiymg  to  keep 
the  poor  fellow  from  flinging  himaen  out  of  bed 
in  hif  wild  delirium. 

*  Gk>  to  the  other  dde,  Olive,  then  I  think 
we  can  manage  him,'  laid  Mrs.  Scarth  eagerly. 

Olive  obeyed,  slipping  up  the  narrow  alley 
between  the  small  bed  and  the  rough  wooden 
wall;  and  before  she  realized  what  she  was 
doina,  she  had  hold  of  the  man's  restless,  bum- 
mg  hands,  and  was  talking  to  him  in  a  quiet, 
compelling  manner,  which  she  had  found  so 
useful  iii  subduing  the  most  mischievous  of  the 
bovs  in  the  school  at  Redway  Falls. 

You  must  be  quiet,  and  not  worry.  It  is 
of  no  use  to  fret  yxnuself  into  afever;  when  you 
are  better  you  will  be  able  to  find  him,  I  am 
sure  that  you  will  be  able  to  fhid  him  "nite 
er  ily  then,'  she  said  soothingly,  and  the  poor 
r  A  stopped  in  his  raving;  uien  after  staring 
^t  her  in  a  perfectly  ratiomd  manner  for  a  min- 
ute or  so,  said  in  surprise,  'Now  I  wonder 
where  it  is  that  I  have  seen  you  before  ?  ' 

'  You  need  noi:  wonder  very  long,'  she  an- 
swered, with  a  lau^h.  *  We  met  this  morning  in 
rather  strenuous  circumstances,  and  our  intro- 
duction was  very  unconventional.' 

'  Was  it  this  morning,  are  you  sure  ? '  he 
asked,  his  tone  a  little  raised,  and  implying 
strong  doubt. 

*  Yes ;  do  you  not  remember  that  I  got  some 
boards,  and  crawled  across  the  rocks  to  pull 
you  out  of  the  water  ? '  she  asked,  wondering 
if  his  intent  gaze  at  her  face  was  the  effect  of 
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**rium.  «  Whether  he  were  .Lly  ta  hi,  rigM 

0/  her  hand  to  her  h.^  S.^*^'  "^  "  """"n 
delirious  so  miS  ^  h.,™^  J^  ""?  ''"  »«" 

quiet  ««V»«iUetrw°"!!S  '"''  ''"I't  as 
thing  miStl^  done  ti^  anything  and  eVery- 

Wm.*e«  K  «?dJ^™"P. ''"".'«""  flinging 

ment  once  more  ^d  hf  k  ^*  delirious  excite- 

voyage  acroTthe^^llj,'^/ w^th^^^^  "^I^ 
experience  I  have  ^L  T  ^®  ^°s*  ^wful 
nothing  on  the  Pdlv  Th«f^'''^-  ^^^'^  ^as 
when  we  felt  the  iy  .  J^"^^  ^^"^  ^*»  and 

ifet  you  were  not  drowned'  she  flniri  *« 
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said,  with  the  sound  of 
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his  tone,  such  as  Olive  had  heard  when  she 
first  entered  the  shed. 

A  sudden  terror  clutched  at  her  heart  and 
almost  seemed  to  stop  its  beating.  Was  the 
other  man  her  father  ?  Was  it  possible  that 
her  dear,  dear  father  had  perished  so,  in  the 
darkness  and  the  storm  ?  But  what  woiUd 
her  father  be  doing  on  a  raft  when  he  had  his 
canoe  light,  strong,  and  manageable  with 
him  7 

She  stole  a  look  at  her  mother,  fearful  lest 
the  same  thought  might  have  come  to  her. 

But  Mrs.  Scarth*s  face  was  quite  placid,  and 
resting  her  head  a^nst  the  pillow  at  the  back 
of  the  rocking-chair  in  which  she  sat,  she  was 
drowsing  gently  into  sleep. 

*  If  o3y  I  could  get  him  to  tell  me  I  *  Olive 
muttered  to  herself,  as  she  looked  at  the 
sufferer  on  the  bed,  who  was  not  moaning  now, 
but  lying  quite  passive  under  the  mesmeric 
influence  of  her  gently  moving  hands.  Then 
almost  as  if  he  read  the  wish  in  her  heart,  and 
was  anxious  to  reassure  her,  he  stirred  rest- 
lessly, opened  his  eyes,  and  gazing  fixedly  at 
her,  he  said  in  a  calm  and  perfectly  rational 
tone,  *  Oh,  no,  no,  that  was  not  the  one  you 
meant,  and  really  he  deserved  his  fate,  for  he  was 
such  a  brute.  But  the  other,  he  had  been  dead 
a  lonff,  long  time,  and  he  was  quite  imrecog- 
nizabie.  I^h,  what  a  place  of  tragedies  this 
wilderness  is !  He  had  gold  in  abundance, 
81  d  a  good  canoe.  But  why  was  he  wearing 
Uncle  Charlie's  signet  ring?  Now,  tell  me 
that,  and  I  will  forgive  you  aU  the  rest  1     No, 


a^' 


y^m 
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foigive»™u.'ai;dC™l''?„T-  u^"»'*  Charlie 
you  anyWbS«  r    ^^  ^^^^^  "'">'  <»"•»  I  find 

'art.    Mn.  So^wokTSn^  '*?'*"«  '''™ 

Mn.  Scarth  d^3"  ^L.""^**^  *°  ^oa  j 
•'feshj  and  so  the  ^»  t         °"  ''"'''«  out 

was  woideriSi  „|  wS^'**'*-u  B"t  Olive 
oth..de«,„«,«^;^S^-^how«^h, 
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CHAPTER  THE  ELEVENTH 

A  Chance  of  a  Living 

The  next  afternoon  Bluey  and  Benny  came 
rushing  home  from  school,  eager  to  tdl  of  a 
wonderful  piece  of  news,  which  had  filtered 
throuj^  to  their  ears  dming  afternoon  school. 

The  miners,  what  few  were  left,  had  been 
making  a  httle  collection  among  themselves  and 
they  had  raised  fifty  dollars.  This  luoney 
had  been  handed  over  to  Jeff  Morgan,  with 
instructions  to  bring  it  up  to  Mrs.  Scarth,  as 
their  contribution  towards  the  succouring  of  the 
sick  stranger. 

*  But  I  cannot  take  money  for  being  kind  to  a 
sick  man,*  said  Mrs.  Scarth,  drawing  herself 
up  with  an  air  of  offended  pride. 

*  Of  course  not ;  why,  it  is  not  to  be  thought 
of  for  one  moment,*  burst  in  Dora  vehemenUy, 
a  pink  spot  of  anger  showing  in  her  cheek,  and 
she  clenched  her  small  fist  as  if  she  would  enjoy 
thmnping  every  one  of  the  rough  but  kindly 
miners  who  had  dared  to  put  such  an  insult 
upon  them. 

*  But  you  will  have  to  take  what  is  given 
you,*  objected  Bluey,  standing  still  in  the 
middle  of  the  floor,  and  staring  at  her  mother 
and  Dora,  with  a  comical  l^wilderment  on 
her  chubby  face.    She  knew  that  they  were 
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fi^C'e^fJ*  J'fK"'  '^°'"  business  to 
keep  t^Sbefi'hf  J*^  P'T***  «>«  ^ 

"nsult,  that  money  ZSh^  ^  reckoned  an 

Dora  tossed  h«  hSj  **  °««^  *<>  them. 
dearBluqr,1^u^o^!ff.«?d  laughed.   'My 

much  sS^°?tte  tt^''"'^y°"'»ven't 
older  and  wSmT  •, .  Tf*  '''"°  you  are 
humiliatilrt^'jr  ;»»"  uad«staid  how 
fashion  I  r«  "  "  «>  be  paipenzed  in  such  a 

have  Icept  toi  fclf,  JS  ,***?  °'  **"«  <='««,  and  I 

coming  up  tte  hULsb^^i^'"  ^'^«  Olive 
her  eldest  sister^d  J^  "^'^  *°  "eet 

Olivt'u^'^onfclir  '  '°^  »'  "-ey. 
because  we  i^  so'^°JiiS?^,'^«  "ight  keep  ,i' 

the  Jittle  mrtwiS  fS^^.  P°°'  ' '  P'eaded 
when  she*htr*ul?«*^  '<»k  on  h^  face, 

*"?*"»/ iV-bfe^^o^*.  ""  ^  »  - 

tf  o^^ToutX.Sf'd?,'^  '^y^  *°  k«>P  it, 
which  prompt^h^l'"''  Jbe  .kindly  thought 

said  oSve  Kinf^  T?  J°  S'^^  <*«  "oney ' 

though  ttere  wa7a"sudX^*  "^t  °"  ^'"'y. 
eyes,  because  her  n^^f  ^  moisture  in  her 

f  sore  that  shfsSv  dS°^?  JI""  j"^  *«» 
»asee;i;if>th?/--^.„^h^^,^. 
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capering  round  in  wild  delight ;  then  she  became 
wistful  again,  and  said  anxiously,  *You  will 
take  the  money,  won't  you,  because  we  are  so 
dreadfully  poor,  you  Imow,  and  all  the  nice 
things  have  to  be  given  to  the  poor  dok  man.' 

A  cloud  came  over  Olive's  face.  She  under- 
stood now  why  Bluey  had  come  out  of  the 
house  to  beg  her  to  take  the  money.  No  one 
could  ever  ^ow,  or  even  guess,  how  she  hated 
to  put  herself  in  opposition  to  her  mother, 
and  Dora,  and  all  the  easy-going  ways  of  life 
which  had  seemed  so  delightful  in  the  past,  and 
kept  >some  of  their  old  glamour  still.  It 
seemed  to  be  her  hard  fate  that  the  difficulties 
of  life  were  turning  her  into  a  severdy  practical 
person,  whether  she  would  or  no.  And  the 
trouble  was  that  it  had  a  tendency  to  divide 
the  family,  so  that  it  was  constantly  the  mother 
and  Dora  who  were  opposed  to  herself  and 
Gretchen,  a  state  of  things  all  the  more  painful 
because  Olive  knew  how  much  her  father  would 
have  been  hurt  by  even  the  suggestion  of  a 
rift  in  the  home  peace. 

She  walked  indoors  with  rather  a  springless 
step;  she  had  been  at  the  store  since  early 
morning,  while  half  of  the  previous  night  had 
been  spent  in  taking  care  of  the  sick  man, 
so  that  her  mother  might  get  a  Uttle  sleep. 

Dora  was  talking  excitedly,  while  Mrs. 
Scarth  was  in  the  rocking-chair,  swaying  to 
and  fro  with  an  uneasy  look  on  her  face. 

*  When  dear  father  comes  home,  and  we  are 
voy  rich,  don't  you  suppose  that  it  will  be  a 
grief  to  him  to  think  we  let  ourselves  sink  so 
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fp'^^'Vm! XS^ J  P^r  people  to 
flourish  of  her  h^R,, « iSi  ^"^  "^'h  « 
ment  at  her  OTOdSnJii^J  P"^"**  amaze- 
that  she  had  riveT^M?'*'  '*»  *e  thought 
^ntiment  fadeS!        "**'°='  *<>  a  veiy  C 

?"th  the  unacS^rf  f^T'S  "?,,*^  »•" 
that  she  would  r««..n  ^^  "  "ek-nnrsino. 
*an  iirt»nlo  hfch£?''*^'»*d»herch«g 
then,  but  ahe  w^njJrS-  "^'f'n'nts  jZ 
•Jaighter^  »d  XaTtenw"^""  t*""* 
what  they  .^ght  uTt^s^y"  P"*""*  *"  t° 

«>e^^t°"£^^„C^^^'^<^•  Has 
«sked  Olive,  as  sh7i^  ?"°  "*^  to-day  ?  ■ 

kissed  her  moThet  fShSS,*?'  .«'«*  »<» 
and  cheerful  while' sKL'^SfiS  1°°'=  "lert 
weary  she  was  ^  *°  ^""Set  how  very 

w^'^^r^t^J'  t^.  and  in  such 
h«art  to  watch  him,'  Jfa's.^S*^  'T^ng  my 
httle  sob  of  piTODitv  '^f^'',.'"*  with  a 
with  tremulo£"^S^-  T^T  't  ^<^  out 
^  brought  home  a  rt«^  r  °^^«^  BJuey 
faviDgn^eawUe^M^f^*  **«  mm^-^^ 
poor  man  beinTntS  Z^i^t  '?'  «'« 

It  IS  very  kind  nt  tu.  .^^  '°'- 
does  make  a  f^ttJ  i^*^  *°'  of  course  he 
feat  expen-l^'?ii'5  °'^?'t  and  he  is  a 
feel  bad  w.  y  ttee  f?.^  °''''*  «»'"'?•  '  I 
««fe  it  mea.^  ^^"  i&^  '"'A  be- 
«<>  we  know  that  ^d^^^l  "gtf  ^1 
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But  of  course  a  little  extra  mcney  will  put 
that  right,  and  we  shall  not  have  to  rob  the 
children  to  feed  him.' 

^  This  was  putting  the  matter  in  quite  a  new 
light  to  Mrs.  Scarth ;  she  ceased  rocking,  and 
sat  bolt  upright  in  her  chair  to  stare  at  Olive ; 
but  Dora  exclsdmed  in  a  scandfdized  tone — 

*  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  think  we  are 
goin^  to  demean  ourselves  by  accepting  the 
chanty  of  a  lot  of  vulgar  miners  ?  Why,  Olive, 
Olive,  have  you  no  pride  at  all  ? ' 

*  Yes,  I  am  fearfully  proud,'  laughed  Olive, 
*and'I  wouldn't  take  charity;  I  would  work 
my  fingers  to  stumps  first.  But  this  is  not 
charity:  it  is  neighoourly  helpfulness,  which 
is  a  vastly  different  thing.  We  are  taking 
more  than  our  share  of  a  public  burden,  and 
if  other  people  want  to  show  their  sense  of 
responsibility  in  the  matter,  it  is  only  right  that 
they  should  do  it.' 

*  We  won't  lower  ourselves  to  take  that  money, 
I  say  we  won't.  It  is  not  to  be  thought  of, 
and  mother  must  put  her  foot  down  about  it,' 
said  Dora  passionately,  her  cheeks  scarlet,  and 
her  eyes  flashing  with  anger. 

A  cold  hand  seemed  to  grip  at  Olive's  heart ; 
she  turned  sick  and  faint,  and  for  a  moment  her 
brave  self-control  bade  fair  to  desert  her.  She 
could  never  battle  through  this  sort  of  thing, 
it  was  useless  to  try  any  longer,  and  it  was  so 
specially  hateful  to  be  always  at  variance  with 
the  others.  Then  it  flashed  upon  her  how 
necessary  it  was  for  the  stranger  to  have  every 
possible  care,  since  if  he  recovered  sufficiently  to 
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give  Ml  account  of  himself  it  ™:  u^ 

her  pulses  seemed  tS^bb^^*  ^'^'.?^^^^^ 
fashion.     •  It  is  notVqSn    T^t  ^P^smodic 

You  do  not  need  me  ^  t!ii       ^   .  ®*' '**her. 
very  poor.    InlSjlTwe^Jt^ir*  *^*  ^«  are 
our  resources,  or^  wer^^^^X  **  *^«  ^'^d  «' 
Bluey  has  brought  I^^^ '^"*  this  news  which 
an  unexpected  qSartfr  If  ^.^^^  *"'  ^«^P  from 
poor  man  aU  tL  ^^bm,?,  ^«?ot  give  that 
he  needs,  he  may  difw^h     ^""^  *^«  ^^ch 
then  we  may  neti'^fa.ow  w^^f  f^"^^'  ^^ 
about  dear  father.»  **  ^®  <^  tell  us 

f^ii^"*  y^"  *^*^  »^ot  surely  thinfc  +K-*  u 

Olive  shook  her  he«d  in  . 
sort  of  fashion.  "tianS„^  "non-committal 
«  wild  guess  at  wh,  t  hel£,Tn'"'*°^*'°'»^e 
raves.  Ss  he  dora  niMt^J?  "t-  ^^en  he 
always  seems  to  pS  to*h^  '"'.delirium 
»««=hing  for  somwM  whom  L^'"**  "^ 
But  he  never  speaS  of  h.  "  he  cannot  find, 
tor  gold,   and  ?^  SL^^'S.'x^  hunting 

togetthegoldbefo^'^ot^tClSS:!^ 
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the  place,'  interposed  Mn.  Scarth,  who  had 
been  listening  intently. 

*  Sol  did,  mother,  and  so  I  do  between  whiles,* 
admitted  Olive.  '  But  if  you  listen  to  him  when 
he  is  delirious,  it  does  not  strike  you  that  he  is 
that  sort  of  man  at  all.  He  never  seems  eager 
for  money,  or  getting  of  any  sort,  but  he  is 
always  trying  to  find  some  one  named  Cyril, 
and  assuring  him  of  Uncle  Charlie's  forgive- 
ness.' 

*  I   have   noticed  that,'  said  Mrs.  Scarth ; 

•  in  fact,  I  think  that  he  has  a  very  beautiful 
nature.  He  is  a  gentleman  too,  poor  fellow, 
and  a  really  cultured  man ;  sometimes  he  will 
lie  mutterinff  passages  from  Virgil,  and  only  to- 
day he  recited  a  really  beautiful  piece  of 
German  poetry.' 

*  In  short,  he  is  a  perfect  Irish  stew  of  know- 
ledge, a  little  of  everything  I '  chimed  in  Dora 
sarcastically. 

But  Mrs.  Scarth  motioned  her  to  be  quiet,  and 
turning  to  her  eldest  daughter,  asked  anxiously, 

*  Then  vou  really  think  we  ought  to  take  this 
money  ? ' 

'  Yes,  please,  dear  mother,  and  we  must  be 
very  grateful  for  it,'  replied  Olive,  with  a 
sudden  sense  of  relief,  because  the  battle  had 
not  been  so  long,  or  so  hard,  as  she  had  ex- 
pected to  find  it. 

*  But  it  seems  such  a  great  deal  for  just  doing 
a  kindness,'  objected  Mrs.  Scarth,  in  a  yielding 

tone. 

*  I  expect  he  will  cost  twice  that  amount 
before  he  is  on  his  feet  again,'  rejoined  Olive 
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' -^oi.""' S  ^'  -r^t  of  hesitation,  .he 
money  oomim,  to-dL  » "*"'  ^*  "«"»  of  this 

•"eentoo  late.'  """^  "'  would  We 

in  "«PA«^^W^D^^  '  '  «?ked  M«.  Scarth 
supper  ready,  pauZfa  h«  iSf  u^  S^tti"* 
OI've   and  the*^  kettle  tooTtw'' *° '*^  »* 

»f»use  the  man Vo"^^'.  »P«*    to-day 
"tore  of  him  has  backed^„f"^  \°  *«ke  the 
Md  won't  have  it  «?  .     "'  ?'  t*"  baroain 
|»y8  that  Ezra  fa  i^g'7ZT^^'^^^ 
Kiat  p  not  quiteriSt   X  ^'  '^'h  Wm. 
thw  IS  sometteng  fa^rf^'J""*''  »'  course 
fJP'«  Mr.  Ratt*is^^>' if""  ^  his  prin- 
When  he  found  that  h.  !^  ■  J"**  '^e  crowd 
^««in.  he  ofleJ^*i^~"W  make  no  betw 

?°«"  on  the  premise  f™  2S  4^*  »"   the 
dowa,andheA^e^t3J^  "^""^  ««b 
to  thuik  it  over.    But  We  J^f  °"°''''"^"' •« 
pay  .cash  down,  and  I  wTf  .^'^f ."°  m^^ey  sS 
"P  the  hill  that'e^^^^  "l"^"?  «  1  4,t 
that  we  were  the  iSnS^^i  ^  agamst  us,  and 
the  world,  «ith  h<^^^  Z^^'^^  People^n 
else.    Then  Bluey  Sh  r"*"*  thai  aiyone 
and  it  seemed  «%  gS*^^*  ^  "?"•  *«  "'^^ 
and  had  stooped  ^  ^s'S^  T l^^e^ 


help 


us 


There  was 


.  .  -  -"J  flayers 
h«h   heaven  to 


a 


moment  of  hushed  silence 


V 


i, 
If 


as  it 


1 62  A  Girl  of  the  Northland 

one  were  in  church ;  then  Dors  said  objectingly, 
*But  you  could  not  keep  a  store:  vou  know 
nothing  about  trade,  and  that  sort  of  thing.* 

*  Oh,  yes  I  do,*  laughed  Olive,  as  she  stretched 
her  tired  limbs  in  luxurious  ease  upon  the 
settle,  while  Dora  built  up  the  fire  agmn.  *  I 
have  served  in  the  store  a  great  deal  while 
Mr.  Pratt  has  been  getting  ready  for  his  move 
to  Wemside.  In  fact  I  have  got  what  he  calls 
the  hang  of  the  business,  and  so  I  am  sure  that 
I  shall  do.  Indeed  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  I 
became  a  sort  of  Whitely  of  this  western  coast, 
and  supplied  everything  from  mustard  to  motor 
cars,  and  from  hair  pins  to  aeroplanes.* 

Th^  all  laughed  at  this  little  sally  of  wit, 
and  then  Mrs.  Scarth  rose,  saying  that  she 
must  go  and  see  how  her  patient  fared.  Gretchen 
had  oeea  sitting  with  him  while  he  slept,  but 
probably  he  would  be  awake  by  this  time. 

*  You  will  let  us  take  the  money,  mother  ?  * 
Olive  looked  wistfully  at  her  mother  as  she 
spoke,  for  what  was  the  use  of  a  way  of  «(cape 
being  made  for  them  if  they  would  q<H;  take  it  ? 

*  Yes,  deax,  if  you  say  we  must.  But  it  is 
very  hard  to  be  so  poor  that  we  may  not  even 
do  a  kindness  unrewarded,'  Mrs.  Scarth  said, 
w'*^h  a  fleeting  sigh,  as  she  stooped  aha  kissed 
O     e  on  her  way  past  the  settle. 

*  ara  clattered  the  plates  on  %he  table  yrith 
an  aggrieved  air,  then  piled  sticks  on  the  flote 
until  the  kettle  threatened  to  repeat  Its  former 
indiscretion,  and  finally  she  burst  into  im- 
patient speech.  *  I  can't  think  how  tl  is  that 
you  manage  to  twist  mother  ana  all  the  rest 
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the  matter,  and  we  fouid  oj^^l"'^  "P°° 
whrther  we  would  or  no  1  ■  *^^«  "^ 

andrt3wrttoT?W.'J^?^.?°°'  ""onft 
it  looks  ent^°dtef°£lS4i«*tion,  an^ 
effect.'  '  "uierent,  both  in  cause  and 

merdy  have  t^Sye^i*f^t  "bout  it.    I 

«/o;ranroSS-S^p« 
•it  «^rkS'to"t*tL?^?r"^^-; 

have  been,  but  you  must  no^T*  **■*  "  yo" 
M  the  poverty  which  ^.S  ^^^  "«  »°  """h 
to  sink  ev^>,g''^^^*?~«»fy  f^  us 

straight  coise,  Ind  k«„^'!*'i"  ^  "t"  » 
water.    There   i«  «^.  if^  our  heads  above 

me  iust  ao^t^tTU^,^'^*   '"""- 

go  back  to  R  "w^"f.,?.  ^  »°t  be  able  to 
is  rebuilt  and  ^l/'^K''*"u*''«'^''°»"'ouse 

wh«her)ono?rhki  ^tLk^^e'Tr* 
Me  r  cned  Dora,  with  dilatii^V^^th- 
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drawing  her  head  in  a  great  hurry  from  the 
bread-cask,  to  make  sure  that  ihe  had  heard 
aright. 

*  Yes ;  the  salary  is  not  great,  and  the  school 
is  a  poor  one,  but  even  a  little  is  better  than 
nothmg,  when  people  are  needv.  I  am  afraid 
mother  will  fee!  it  verv  badly  if  you  90  away, 
that  is  why  I  have  said  nothing  about  it  before. 
But  it  is  for  you  to  decide.* 

*  I  should  love  to  go  t '  exclaimed  Dora,  in  a 
perfect  whirlwind  of  energy.  'No  one  can 
ever  gttess  how  fearfully  sick  I  am  of  this  d  md- 
alive  place,  and  the  thought  of  living  on  here 
for  months  and  months,  has  been  crushing  the 
youth  out  of  me  1  *  And  Dora  danced  about  on 
the  tips  of  her  toes  like  a  fairy  sprite,  her  eyes 
flashing,  and  her  cheeks  glowing  with  happiness. 

Then  Bluey  came  running  in  to  say  that 
Olive  was  wanted  in  the  sick-room,  because 
Gretchen  had  poked  her  head  out  of  the  door, 
and  said  that  the  sick  man  was  worse. 

Olive  went  off  in  a  hurry;  there  was  a  cold 
dread  at  her  heart  lest  the  poor  fellow  should 
die  with  no  explanation  of  how  he  came  to  be 
in  possession  of  her  father's  canoe,  and  the  letter 
stolen  from  her  at  Redway  Falls,  the  loss  of 
which  seemed  to  be  the  starting  point  of  all 
their  troubles  and  difficulties  during  the  last 
few  months. 

He  was  moaning  and  tossing  in  tiie  torment  of 
his  pain,  but  then  he  did  that  for  so  many 
hours  in  every  day  and  night  that  Olive  would 
not  have  reakzed  he  was  worse,  had  it  not  been 
lor  the  blueness  oi  his  lips,  aikl  the  dark 
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But  she  looki.Tvr^p^o'S:  ^ogrkt^w 

M^ff  Jfy  telling,  that  thelri«.  w„  U  ST 

i«  li  ^i®'^'  *^"*,^^  haven't  a  dust  of  mustard 

WH  ST?-  ^  .^***  '^^'^  **^^«  morning/  its 

??iinP^^^,'°  *  ^^'^^  °'  distress. 
UD  i  ^r^  ''?'  *°"'*'*  «^d  0«ve,  snatchinir 
Tb^x  nl^??«^«  ***  ^'^^^^r^*  which  U^y  on 

at  a  n,n^  ^''^  *^^''  "'^  **^««  she  went  off 
at  a  run.  for  every  moraent  was  precious.  anH 
even  a  short  delay  might  befaS         "*    ""^ 

in  r^l/^'l^''^  ^^  ^*  ^^  *i^.  and  badly 
m  need  of  supper,  as  she  ran  down  the  hiU  ^d 
along  the  dusty  trail  to  the  store.  *  ^ 

^zra  Pratt  saw  her  coming,  and  out  her 
haste  down  to  an  entirely  wrong  cause  ^So  vo« 
have  come  to  settle  the  bus^s  up  sha^  J'g" 
s^d^w^th  a  chuckle  as    she  rushid  inT  the' 

*  I  have  come  for  some  mustard,  because  th* 

a  stool  to  recover  her  breath,  while  he  turned 
to  hft  the  mustard  down  from  a  high  shdf 

■It  IS  the  last  tin  but  one  in  stocf"  he  said 
M  he  handed  it  to  her.  '  But  ySi  4  ZoTt 
•We  to  put   matters  n>ht  When  you^ttl^ 
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S«T!?  *<>^  businesi,  for  you  have  got  m  down- 
ngnt  good  head  on  your  shouldew.* 

Yes.  yei,  that  can  be  seen  to  later,*  she 
answered  huniedly,  then  rushed  away,  caiyincf 
the  tin  of  mustard  in  her  hand.  ^ 

^aSri^'f'*''  ?**  ^^  ?  •*«  »«*«*^  *he  shed, 
sayny  ,n  a  low  awed  tone.  •  Mother  thinks 
It  is  no  use  to  put  a  plaster  on :  she  fears  that 
the  poor  man  is  dying* 
K  J- 1 » '"M**,'»ot  die.  %e  must  save  him  s.,aic- 
howP  cned  Olive  wildly.  »Come  ancJ  },eli>, 
Gretchen.  tot  just  think,  if  we  let  him  slip 
through  our  fingers  now,  we  may  never,  never 
know  about  father.' 

Gretchen  shivered,  looked  as  if  she  were 
ffoing  to  cnr,  but  crept  into  the  shed  behind 
Ohvc,  and  for  the  next  two  hours  had  employ- 
ment  enough  m  running  hither  and  th/ther, 
fetching  and  carrying  the  things  which  Olive 
and  her  mother  reqmred,  as  they  fought  for  the 
Me  of  the  poor  man  on  the  bed. 

At  the  end  of  that  time  Jeff  Morgan  arrived. 
SfJ^i*^"  '*****^  ^y  ^'^y*  *nd  <Wged  up 
SdiMtioL*  ^'^  ^^  ™^^**  ^"  advanwTof  hu 

Kii?^u°i^  craving  had  been  too  strong  for 
him  that  evening,  and  he  lurched  slightly  in 

wL'JJSi7^^3k''  ^''^^  ^"^  '^"^^  hi?  speech 
was  tmck,  and  his  manner  coarser  than  it  would 

» M  ^^  ^''^J'''^  ^^  ^^^  intoxication. 

kj«.  I  !¥  *^.?®  ^^^^*  *be  ^^  w  dying,  let 
hm  go  I  he  said,  when  he  had  stooped  ovir  the 
bed,  hstenmg  to  the  fluttering  breath  of  the 
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enough  •  ^  P""  •"""   ""»<>  «  "«  t^  haM 

oBjected  Jeff,  wrth  a  maudlin  shake  of  the  head 

hin^'^.„^"*''*.J""."P  **«  hill  had  done 
SSrt  wi^l ""  ''"%•?«''*  S'  *■"  "Ok  -nan's 

success   ILi.„,     .  u°«  •"'  elMUJces  of 

and   feelinff  fu      ,t     ,.  .Tsfvi  i    •    patient, 
which  seem*^  I.  /  fluttcnng  pulse, 

wnicft  seemed  u>  sr  .p  and  go  on,  then'^stop 

wilh^T  Hf  h!  '•''*'  ^^*  y^"  ™"^*  ' '  cried  Olive, 
with  a  httle   impatient  stamp  at  what  she 

deemed  his  callous  slowness.     *  Wedonof  r«.s?5 

how  much  trouble  he  gives  us,  only  we  must 

know  how  It  was  that  he  cami  to  iU  hoS  5 

father's  canoe^we  must  know  it  r  ^  ""^ 

*  Wh^  1*?  f  JT^  "^^'^^^^^  *^««  asked  abruptiv 
1  did.    You  said  that  it  was  the  h«=f  ft,; 
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&  fiifh.!?"''"  ""  '^""»<»  °« strong 

«™>K.    But  there  was  no  other  help  araUable 
^y  to  l^  ""  •»'?   "^"t  thit  r  w^ 

«Mt  off  the  appearance  of  incompetence   the 

nS?'hr°Sr'*^'  uppermost.  C^  Z 
next  Hour  he  issued  sharp  orders  which  th^ 

pressed  mto  service  when  Mrs.  Scarth  beoamf 
too  worn  out  to  do  any  more. 

ev»  f!^!L'  n^''t  «»ey  would  none  of  them 
evCT  forget,  and  rt  wanted  only  one  hour  to 

^SnS^bSr  •'"*•*?•''  •?«"  e^rtha? They 
^tJ^  ^^  '""^  ^'"«  house 'and  get  I 

require  more  care  than  a  week^ld  baby. 
wiS  trf  Z'^'i^'T  ?""•  ''»8gard  and  worn 

js  oiLSf.^^tffi"- r^hi^h- 

Olive  brought  him  a   cup  of  strong  coffee 

swS^^''  f  ""P  with  a  grunt  of  satisfaction, 
swauowed  two  mouthfu  s  in  sUence  then 
brolje  into  speech.  '  Dont  look  Ske  f  w° 
you  make  me  feel  as  if  you  tho^t  I  hld^i 
you  a  kindness,  instead  of  which  perhi^l™' 
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yt:X^^^  ^  ^t  «,uld  happen  to 

fervent Lr'-W^tSwi'"'^''  »  «  'ow 
to  you.  Mr.  Mo.^^d''?^,!''»«regratefuJ 

Pven  us  our  cbanceof  h.L-      *^'  yo"  l»«ve 
Pwr  man.'  "  '»ppmess  by  saving  the 

'He'l^S/Sv^b^^W^Pe^i-ted  Jeff. 
■Jyou  had  not  Z^  tt^J^°'%  I  8°t  h"^ 
Now  BD  and  cet  %™n.  .1  "**?^P'asteron. 
earned  it.'       *^  '*"»«  "^eep.  for  you  have 

A"d  Olive  gladly  did  «,  .he  was  told. 


I     ■  • 
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CHAPTER  THE  TWELFTH 

Taking  the  Plunge 

The  morning  was  half  gone  when  Olive 
went  down  to  the  store.  It  is  probable  that 
^c  would  not  have  gone  at  all  that  day, 
only  her  decawon  had  to  be  taken,  and  she 
knew  that  Mrs.  Pratt  and  the  babies  were  to 
start  for  Wernsidc  early  in  the  next  day,  so 
there  Were  preparations  of  all  sorts  to  be  made 
for  the  journey. 

*  WeU,  are  you  going  to  take  it  T '  demanded 
Ezra  Pratt,  with  unconcealed  anxiety,  when 
she  walked  into  the  store. 

*Yes,'  she  answered  cheerfuBy,  'but  I 
could  not  have  done  it  if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  kindness  of  the  miners  in  making  a  col- 
lection for  the  poor  sick  man  whom  we  are 
taking  care  of.' 

/Still  alive,  is  he  ? '  asked  Ezra,  sticking 
his  head  on  one  side,  with  an  air  of  surpiised 
disapproval. 

*  We  think  him  decidedly  better  this  morning, 
and  Jeff  Morgan  feels  sure  that  he  will  pull 
through  now,*  Olive  replied,  her  face  radiant 
with  happiness. 

*  I  should  have  said  that  it  would  have  been 
a  long  sight  better  for  you  all  if  he  had  died  ; 
just  tliink  what  a  nuisance  he  will  be  to  nurse,* 
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not  feeling   very 


were  aboS^WiHS?  niS?^i,Tnr^°'^'^<' 
producing  a  cairras  bfa  *-.  ^xP''^«-  Then 
which  sfc  cS5^h«*i^t-  "**  "*<*«»  i" 
h<«?P«d  it  d^  to  W^^  ^P","'  »'«' 
wying  calmly,  •  SJ^u  ♦u  '  »torekeq>er, 
said  fflty  dolfcs  ef^^ "  **"  '»°''«y-  Vou 
He  160^  rt  h^»   °^  y°u  Jmow.' 

aU  the  whiler^«&"^^».gheavily 
up  to  a  whistle  when T  ^S^^e'"'  •"°"*^ 
nerJou*y!"  '"'°'*^  '""S  ?  'she  asked 
paSoftt'V^'^-^ve  been  «    that 

know  aurt^you  S^^I^-  ""*  ^-    '  Do  you 
lot  of  this  jnCeylSt*  ^T  ~"  '"-»  ^e 

.Io.p^tt.^^;a«  7^-.  for  -«=^ 

astf^r^e'S^,  «^^ -^  '<«"^ed 
about  telliS^  ho-  tten  hi  ^^t^P  '^'^  '™°d 
jerk,  'SolJ^^'sw  tL  U^*  °"'  ^^^  a 
with  Kpiand^H^e  SK^  t^nf  •«*  °" 

at-^'s^as?'^  To5VS^  «^- 
'".WoritisXii'St^ilTe^ 
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drunk  on  ordinary  stuff :  he  can  take  such  a  lot 
without  turning  giddy.  They  had  got  him  in 
that  back  room  at  SoPs,  and  everjrthing  was 
fixed  up  as  neat  as  wax.  Jeff  had  taken  a 
swallow  or  two  of  drink,  and  was  getting 
downright  mooney,  when  in  dashes  that  little 
sprig  of  a  brother  of  yours,  yeUing  <mt  for  Mr. 
Jeff  Morgan  at  the  very  top  of  his  voice.  Sol 
went  out  to  try  and  quiet  the  youngster  by 
telling  him  that  Jeff  wasn't  thefe.  But  he 
was  too  late,  for  when  the  door  i«as  opened, 
Benny  caught  si^t  of  Jeff  sitting  at  the  table, 
and  in,  he  Pushed,  nearly  knocking  old  Sol  over. 
Then  he  got  hold  of  Jeff,  and  to  ^  accounts  he 
did  not  leave  go  of  him  until  he'd  got  him 
right  up  the  hill  to  your  house.* 

Olive  turned  from  white  to  red,  and  then  from 
red  to  white  again.  *  Are  you  sure  it  is  true  ?  * 
idle  said. 

*  Certain,'  replied  Ezra.  *  It  was  Boland 
Heme  that  told  me.  He  came  in  this  nK>ming 
chuckling  so  that  he  could  hardly  stand 
because  your  Benny  had  saved  him  his  bet. 
And  he  said  that  if  so  be  the  sick  stranger  died, 
he  would  make  the  coffin  for  notiiing  out  of 
shea  gratitude  to  him  for  bdng  took  bi^l  so 
opportune.' 

That  is  truly  generous  of  Mr.  Heme,  but  I 
am  hoping  our  patient  is  going  to  get  iKtter, 
when  it  is  new  clothes  he  is  more  likdy  to  want 
than  a  cofi^,'  Olive  said  cr^ily.  *  And  now 
if  you  will  give  me  a  receipt  for  that  money, 
Mr.  Pratt,  I  will  go  and  help  Mra.  Pratt  get 
packed  up.' 
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-T^^olfilv. '''**'    ^^''j*^   E^a    solemnly. 
X^  your  show  now.  and  you  have  got  to 

^m^Af      P?*;*  ^****  «  »«  the  till  S  thiS 
Fwf^**    ««d    I   walk    out,    don't   you    se^ 
^HhZ  ^*^**  ^r^  ^  now  belong  to  y^' 

Ohve  flushed  rosy  red.     'So  you  were  m.i». 
sure  aat  I  should  take  it  ?  •  ^"^Isk^VT, 

*  Quite  sure,'  he  chuckled.     •  In  faet  T  A^r.** 
t/^T^  •  ^**^^  P^  ^*  n^o'iey  out  of  the 

*  Fancy  being  proud  of  a  mean,  dirty  Uttle 
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pUcc  like  this ! » she  said  to  herself  with  a  Uugh, 
which  ended  in  a  sob.  *  I  reaUy  think  that  I 
£Ji!;K  /  c^ngcling,  and  not  a  Yorkshire 
Scarth  at  aU  1  How  dreadfuUy  ashamed  of 
me  dear  father's  grand  people  would  be.  It  is 
jeaUy  lucky  that  none  of  them  care  to  remem- 
ber our  existence.' 

.  cTi!  ^  customer  appeared  at  this  moment, 
a  slatternly  woman  who  kept  Sol  Fry's  house, 
and  who  wanted  vinecar. 

*  We  have  only  a  little,  as  our  stocks  are  so 
low,  owmg  to  change  of  management,  but  we 
shaU  be  able  to  dolietter  for  you  next  week.' 
Obve  «aid  cheerfuUy,  as  she  reflected  on  what 
HjzrA  Pratt  had  said  about  her  credit. 

I  only  want  a  httle,  and  it  isn't  often  that 
we  buy  vinegar  by  itself,  as  we  get  our  pickles 
ready  done,'  saia  the  woman ;  *  but  there  was 
fighting  at  our  place  last  night,  and  Slippy  Jim 
pummcUed  poor  old  Sol  nearly  to  a  jdhr ;  the 
old  man  is  black  and  blue  from  his  head  down- 
wards so  I  thought  I'd  best  get  some  vinegar 
to  put  on  the  bruises.' 

Olive  nodded,  but  expressed  no  sorrow,  or 
even  concern,  at  the  evil  fate  which  had  over- 
taken the  old  man.  It  was  simply  a  case  of  his 
having  been  hoist  with  his  own  petard,  and 
she  was  not  going  even  to  pretend  that  she  was 
sorry  for  him. 

Sol  Fry  professed  to  be  a  smith :  that  is  he 
shoed  any  horses  which  needed  it,  looked  after 
sledge-runners,  mended  miners'  tools  or  sold 
them  new  ones  at  perfectly  ruinous  prices;  but 
he  made  his  money  chiefly  by  supplying  bad 
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'« the  pimSI^'^St:^  '*  *•  ^™°'' 

Onrel^^^'^ZT^'  i"  •*""»•  ""J  then 
very  low&l^,  ^J*^.  ''"*  ™deed  so 

thatje  ^  ■fe.t  tc.Tho^,r  on*:^ 

Stop  it  wh  Jp^Xt^tRd^.  "ii^,.^ 
going  to  borrow  vour  fif^i^  *«,  i -^  ■,  .  *  ''* 
~ters  to^'^SXf^^  take  the 
have  no  objection"  «ftemoon,  if  you 

without  „y  .^remonjT^rf^,*^.'!:!^-  *"«* 
'"h.on;    'but  I  exp^t   you   ti  f  ^  l^^? 
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rf  it  M  right,  and  il  you  don't,  you'd  ought 

Oh,  we  thai]  come  out  riffht.*  Oliir-  «^ 
•ponded ;  and  then  when  Ezwf  i^d  ^JLZ 
had  jpne,  she  worked  awav^u^»„«f  nT^'y 

came  up  to  the  Point  «t7oo*    ^^  "^"^ 

both  b?  aWeli;  ^3^^"^^  'T""'  y°»  "^ 
ruiZ.    t   1-      *°  "*•?  •"«  ™  the  store '  saM 

«*ere  she  would  be  badly  needed   ni^irT* 
•tranger  got  a  little  bSter  *  "°*^  **' 

«II  thT  6«*^y  *ffi«>lt  work  to  keep  awake 

?r;^S4te^^  ^-^rabS^elS^ 

eUect'uJSrwZ'T^*'  t"""  *«  "nty  w^  .^ 
tuectuauv,  when  above  five  o'clock  J#»ff  iir«i.„«t. 
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•omething  In  the  way  of  «««tud«  #«,.  c«.  a- 

lot.  »&  M^?^.r°~^''°  r^«^t 

arischief  byl^S   ^  you  ^wSS  I^T' 
treatment  than  that '  **"" 

end,   unless  thw^oSd   h.^"^ "! ''^*  "*« 

^^r'^-'»<«isr«o^.Sila.i 

for'  ^:  tsTha?r  L  t,^"^  '"^i:^^' 

suggested  renrisah    Lj\SP?**"°'^   '''>'«h 

totle  men  X  hSd  ttckSt'^t:'  T  ^'^ 
his  drink.  mcited  him  by  drugging 

and's"^y*J5*J  1r  -,  "  -tPven  Sol  J>y 
that  ^^^^:^f^  horse-whipping 
ai>d  if  they  want  My  mo«;  %h"^.  *;S,%r*' 
you  may  trust  me  f or  t  "  ' '  «  '  If  ■  -"'' 
and  his  eyes  had  a  fierce'U  J  :>/  **  «"'"'>'• 
as  she  h^  nererseen^  tl  uV  ■»'^''  '"'* 
Olive  loot^  „-     ■      °  r*"  hetore. 

mustfoClfCw^f'"^<"'-'-  ^"""i* 
nor  Slippy  iim  wjSrbe  Uker^'I-.^'  \7 
dow„undersuchtreatmrntfa^^i^^^;\ji-^y 
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^ced  ^ttrict  of  the  StiW  men  usuaUy 
■ettlcd  their  differenoee  by  shooting  each 
other  with  revdven,  and  it  was  the  qiickSt 
man  who  sooied.  ^ 

*  Why  muft  you  do  things  like  that  ?  *  ghe 

^,«J*.J>««y.  •MyoThSdnever^SnlenSd 
to  nt  dnnW  and  gambling  in  Sol  Frv'a 
houie.  It  would  have  been  impossible  for  lilm 
to  have  given  you  the  stuff  which  made  you 
quew.  sothat  it  is  really  you  who  were  to  bliune 
aU  through,  and  you  needed  horse-whipping 
quite  as  much  as  the  other  two/ 

Jeff  Morgan  screwed  up  his  face  as  if  he 
were  ab<mt  to  burst  into  angry  speech:  then 
thmkin^  better  of  it,  he  ans;;SS  ^ 
i^  I  ^  toke  a  whipping  from  anyone  who 
is  strong  enough  to  give  it  to  me,  but  if  that 
person  can»t  be  foimd,  I'U  just  have  to  no 
without  It,  that  is  aU.  So  you  are  going  to 
turn  storekeeper.  Miss  Scarth  ? »  »  "*  »>" 
*  Yes,  I  have  taken  the  plunge  to-day.'  she 
answered  bnghtly,  *  and  the  fiSt  thing  I  sold 
was  vinegar  for  the  bruises  of  SolIW.  The 
woman  said  that  he  and  Slippy  Jim  h^  been 

»  Jeff  Mor^  Uughed,  then  said  carelessly, 
They  may  have  had  a  bout  among  themselves 
afterwards,  but  I  had  first  mnings,  and  a  good 
innmgs  too  Well,  you'U  tell  your  mother 
that  I  shaU  be  along  about  eight  o'clock  to- 
night. She  IS  a  first-rate  nurse,  the  very  best 
the  poor  feUow  could  have ;  but  there  are 
hmits  to  her  strength,  so  we  must  help  her  out 
where  we  can,'  he  said;  then  with  a  motion  of 
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W.  h«d  to  hi.  hrt.  h.  turned  «Jwent  out  of 

Olive  mamUed  when  he  hwl  sone  .t  th. 
•dmixture  ot  good  and  evil  fath^  m.^*  Sf 

FW  .«^  c7**^T.*^*^'^  ^7  assocwtcs  like  M 
JBlucy  and  Benny  proved  good  hdpew.  but 

mSS  fr^**  """*«^  *»•  looking  v^ 

«ppe»  civil,  to  he  i-d^riSt  to  tr.*° 

.wered,  but  moved  alertly^j,^*th^,^„"f  " 
«s«ct the bolta which Oli^lSdAX      "  *° 

i1^i^rt^trs^-^^« 

S^^t^T^I,^"'^  *~"'  »8ood  many 
Fcupie  cau  It,  but  it  all  means  about  the  sami 

thmg.    About  four  miles  out  thw  ^rill^T?^ 

you  can  stiU  keep  the  custom  it  %uTe  wllW 

to  dehver  goods  at  their  place.    ^^^^^7^ 
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to  live  in  a  wagon,  or  a  tent,  until  they  can  get 
a  shack  built,  and  they  will  have  to  make  haite 
11  they  want  to  have  a  sound  roof  over  their 
?rfu  wmter  drops  upon  them.* 

Oh,  I  shall  not  lose  their  custom,  if  bv  anv 
means  I  can  keep  it,'  laughed  Olive,  and  then 
she  exclaimed  at  Ezra's  caution,  as  he  rolled  a 
??iT  .  "®^  against  the  door  for  greater  security. 
What  is  It  you  are  afraid  of,  Mr.  Pratt  ? 
Burglars,  or  do  you  fear  the  bolts  are  not 
sound  ?  * 

i   *?T^  ^^^\  ^^  ^^^^**  ^^  answered  gravely. 

and  I  wish  that  you  had  a  man  of  some  sort 
to  protect  you,  for  there  appears  to  be  a  deal 
of  Sfeum  left  m  Orsay,  now  that  the  tide  of 
prospenty  has  ebbed  out.' 

.  *  ^at  do  you  mean  ?  '  she  asked,  looking 
at  him  with  dilating  eyes,  while  a  cold  shiver 
of  dread  crept  over  her,  a  fear  of  she  knew  not 
what. 

^Thejr  are  saying  down  at  Sol  Fry's  place 
that  it  IS  easy  to  rob  a  woman,  and  so  folks 
will  l^  getting  their  m-oceries  for  nothing  the 
fh^l  *f  V^ys.  But  1  didn't  see  the  sense  in 
their  startmg  on  doing  it  to-night,  so  I  thought 
wed  better  make  the  place  a  little  extra 
secure.' 

*  Just  so.  That  is  a  very  good  idea  of  yours, 
Mr.  Pratt.  And  after  to-night  I  shaU  have 
to  make  arrangements  for  my  own  protection,' 
She  said,  a  sudden  wave  of  courage  rushing  into 
her  heart  as  she  realized  what  it  was  that  she 
had  to  be  afraid  of.  It  was  only  the  unknown 
which  really  had  the  power  to  terrify  her. 
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«i'/5*  ^  .thought  you'd  take  it  right  I »  he 

AflTl^^f7  ^''S^  ^^  '"'^^  ^"d  then 
behind  Z  i     evil-smeUmg  lamp  which  hung 

kftchen  f  n  f  K^^^^f  '  ^I"^  ^^^^^^  ^er  across  thi 

fol-      J^  *^®  **"*«'  «^<>o''  where  Mrs.  Pratt  was 
takmg  the  air  after  her  toilsome  day  /^Lki^g 
I  m  dowmight  sorry  to  leave  Orsav    3 
because  of  you.'  the  little  woC  saW  an 

rshThdd^o'l^'^?  f  ^'^"^  ^^  ad^irSion 
as  she  held  Ohye's  hand  at  parting.     '  You 

have  been  a  real  good  friend  to  me   knd  Pm 
more  grateful  thanlVe  got  words  to  sky/     ^"" 

^^h'^'Z'''  4*  «^^ely  I  shaTsi^  i^C 
oL+K  ^  F*^^  ^^  he  wiU  have  to  find 
another  wife  to  console  him.» 

bi^oin'^f  *  ^'*  °'  '*  ^  *  ^*"«^«d  Olive.  •  You  WiU 
prooaoiy  hve  to  be  nmety.  But  I  must  hurrv 
Lome,  OP  my  mother  wiu'be  wonderTng  if  I^ 

ncss  of  step  and  an  erect  carriage  wluch  nn 

amount  of  weariness  op  anxiety  coffd  d^l  '^^ 

It  was  very  worrying  to  her  that  shrmust 

mothep  and  sisters     But  thepe  was  no  help 
fop  It.    She  had  to  be  the  bpead-winnep  now 
and  It  was  not  possible  for  her  to  do  e^i^tfing 


("3 


If      I  i; 


T 


ii 


182  A  Girl  of  the  Northland 

dal^^mT^  •  iwolvw  in  the  canoe  that 
Wit  n^t'u^r'u*'"  '?^^  J  'riU  ask  Dora 
^  L?t  ,1    f  ''^"'  **  ""  put.  "»d  then  I 

*cw  uays.    i!,ven  a  Stikine  roiurh  will  resm^ot 

toe  h^T  °l*Sf  t^hCtJta  she  rea^hf d 
bwn  £^!  "^"''^  P"^"-  ''''«'  «»•  »»<>W  had 

Dl^r^^Tl**  l7'y»  J"**^  I»»in8  that 
place.    Of  course  there  was  noffinTto   be 

tttUhed^^*"  ^^  herself,  ft^as  0% 
mat  the  deserted  work  got  upon  her  nerves 

W  ^™.5,"'  ^V""^  ■*  »  ''°°«m  bemuse  of 
h^^P^I-  I^stanay  Olive's  courage  rt 
tmied.  and  Ae  w«t  forward  at  a  brisk^LJ^ 

d^'l?';^^"^  *"'  •^  '"^'*  containers 

rn.^i"w"l?  '••^  **•  woman's  steps  upon  the 
^na"L''?K°'™  ''"•  i?«"dible,'ior  The  wi^ 

ttat  ?t  mi^f  TT"  ■"  *"?*  "f  her,  Uui^ng 
mat  It  might  be  some   ne  ghbour  who  wa? 

wSLtt  ^  to  inquireifter  tte  p^^^,*^ 
wnoi  to  her  horror  she  saw  a  dark  fiirare  comr 
ghdmg  out  from  the  forest  of  scaffold?SL^d 
rr^'"*  *"  ""^  grip  hitSgUy 
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xou  shan't  have  it,  no.  you 'shan't  f »  «K- 
But  the  blow  was  never  struck     Pnr  «f  fko* 

♦  TT^  «         t  1  "^®  *^^  ^^th   her  scream « 

^He  ca>u,ot  hurt  you  bow.  for  I  have'^rC 
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SL1?T'!?^i"Tf""^n°^**"•SJ>i^><^ler,  what 

»u    "i  °","eedn't  do  nothing,  mj  dear.  exccDt  h« 
thankftj  that  the  world  if  ri/<STbS^ft  rf 

J^^fl**":.  "*  r^^  '"^«  killed  me  to  Tc^. 
tanty  If  you  had  not  come  along  to  help  i^ 
So  you've  saved  my  life.    And  bL  come  yoiS 

ml^.*^'^*  ^""^^  *«  hill,  to  see  what  J  the 
matter.  I  guess  they  thought  it  was  you  that 
SLreamed.  though  I  doubt  whether  yr  wouTd 

Nnt  if  TV„'*  *^^y*^J^e'  my  fine  fellow  ? 
Not  If  7  know  It  r  said  Mre.  Shindler.  when  the 

variized  mto  hfe,  and  sprang  up  to  get  away. 

mgjlf  =f g-^Jh*^  CrSf ny^"?^- 

SS^tTef^'""^»"^-«'««~-V^ 
'Why  I  declare  if  it  isn't  Slippy  Jim  I  *  she 
exclaimed,  m  great  disgust,  *  andTe  would  have 
died  last  wmter  when  he  was  so  ill  if  I  hadn't 
nursed  him.  Beautiful  gratitude,  I  c^i/ 
to  set  on  me  at  night  in  this  fashion  I » 

a..rl/'ft'''\  r"^  ^  °?^*»  ^«*l^«r  Shindler,* 
gasped  the  fellow,  whose  breath  was  nearh 
punched  out  of  him  by  those  vigorous  fists.  '  I 
--I  thought  you  were  Miss  Scarth,  and  I  wanted 
i/"°  o®^  she  had  got  from  the  store.* 
Mrs.  Shindler  gave  a  mr»cking  lauch.  *  WeU 
and  you  got  it  too  in  that  spanking  blow  on  the 
side  of  your  head  that  bowled  you  over  so 
neatly.  The  very  finest-use  I  ever  sr.w  money 
put  to,  that  It  was.    Now  here  comes  Jeff 
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pX^'^s  ^  It  dstr  ^"'- -  - 1^^^^ 

prhon  tor  ^^y^^^^Z:^'  ^  besentto 

the  hS  Mth^J!^^''  had  come  rushing  down 
™„r:jl„»ior«a„.  to  see  what%  th^e 

ha?C^<JSS  rd%°'r  ^^  '""t  they 
asked.  "mSl'  ^tZtt^T'^^^r^  ^"^ 
the  poor  man  has  notT^    Bh.r^i'^.f'y 

it  W:  te'  hran°Jlt*^'l'=''»'  '  I  '^'h 
to  him  before  he  crmeh^'?f  Y  ''»PP*"«' 
horrid,  horrid  man  7™^!,*°  P'?8"«  «s.  the 
but  .trouble  tTsin^'  Te  ^IS^I  '17*"? 
"".s«  the  very  worst  of  all>  And-and 

o«ghtys4^fei:°"SrD:ra1^.?"^''  *"- 

-hat  is  it  that  has  ^J^^g-r  *''°"''P"^' 

mot^t'Cd^n^^ttf  "«1^^'  -•»  '-  a 
gasped  m  an  Lobl^/fS^l^tie  1?  '*'* 

rmt^hrs^d"!!:>h-s\rlF^^^^^^^ 

dear,  darling  fatto  is  deLd  I  ?*  '^''  *»""  P"". 
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CHAPTER  THE  THIRTEENTH 

The  Family  Affliction 

For  a  moment  the  golid  earth  seemed  to 
swmg  romid  with  Olive.  She  was  conscious 
that  G^etchen's  arms  were  romid  her,  that 
Gretchen  s  tears  were  wet  on  her  cheek,  while 
Dora  was  holding  her  hands  and  sobbing 
violently.  ® 

But  it  was  all  a  black  gulf  in  front  of  her, 
and  she  would  have  fullen  into  it,  a  blessed  and 
merciful  unconsciousness,  only  the  thought  of 
her  mother  puUed  her  back.  It  was  no  time 
for  her  to  swoon,  and  be  a  nuisance;  she  must 
be  strong  and  brave,  for  the  sake  of  the  others 
who  depended  on  her.  So  struggling,  and 
strugghng,  she  fought  off  the  horrible  giddiness, 
and  the  sick  faintness  which  nearly  mastered 
her. 

*  I  must  go  to  mother,  I  must  go  at  once,* 
she  said  breathlessly,  knowing  that  her  only 
chance  of  not  breaking  down  altogether  lay 
m  not  stopping  long  enough  for  her  feelings 
to  get  the  better  of  her. 

*  News  of  your  pa,  is  there,  and  bad  news  ?  ' 
broke  m  Mrs.  Shindler  sympathetically.  *  Ah, 
poor  things,  you  poor  things  1 ' 

The  pity  of  the  simple  kindly  woman  made 
Dora  and  Gretchen  break  into  fresh  grieving, 
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*  I  must  go  to  mother,*  she  said,  and  gripping 

up  the  hill,  with  Dora  trailing  behind,  while 
Jeff  Morgan  and  Mrs.  Shindler  gave  Slippy 
Jim  their  candid  opinion  of  his  character  khd 
domp  m  blunt  unvarnished  language 

I  U^v*  *'  ^^^^^^^  ^    ^s  she  in  the  shed  ? ' 
asked  Ohvc,  as  they  ncared  the  house  door. 

No,  she  has  gone  into  the  house.  Jeff 
Morgan  is  taking  care  of  Mr.  Rawson,*  Gretchen 
answered. 

*  Whom  did  you  say  ?  '  queried  Olive  quickly, 
too  bewildered  to  understand  that  this  was  the 
sick  mans  name,  which  he  must  have  told 
them  when  he  came  back  to  consciousness  again. 
Mr.  Rawson  is  the  sick  man,  you  know.' 
explained  Gretchen.  '  His  name  Is  Anthony 
Rawson,  so  he  told  mother,  and  he  was  coming 

i°T*^®  lOpnclyke,  by  way  of  the  PeUy  River, 
and  Lake  Tayu.  But  he  got  wrecked  on  the 
lake,  his  compamon  was  drowned,  and  he  had 
given  himself  up  for  lost  when  he  came  upon  a 
canoe  floating  in  a  quiet  bay  of  the  lake  shore.* 
But  that  18  no  proof  that  deer  father  is 
dead,  mterpoF-d  Olive  quickly,  catching  at 
hope  even  whi  1  there  was  none,  because  she 
could  not  let  herself  give  way  to  despair. 

Gretchen  gulped  down  a  big  sob.  then  said  in 
choking  mcoherency,  *  There  was  a  dead  man  in 
the  ^oe,  dead  many  days  he  must  have  been. 
Mr.  Rawson  said;  and  in  the  pockets  there  wa^ 
dear  father's  watch,  the  one  Uncle  OUver  gave 


:J 


i  L- 


'.I 


If  >l 

lii 

-i 


•>5l 


1 88  A  Girl  of  the  Northland 

A  ll^^u^'i  "^^^^  ^    ^^^^^  *>as  >*  b«cn  then  ? 

m««^L^r.r  *""*  J"*  ?***  ^^'^  »*  "'^fow  ?  '  de- 
manded Olive  sharply. 

*  The  watch  and  the  compass  too  were  in  the 
washleather  bag  that  was  tied  round  the  man's 
waist*  explained  Gretchen.  'Don't  you  ?e! 
member  tha.  when  mother  ar     Jeff  Slorffan 

fh.u^H^J'i!!^  t^^^"^  ^'^  ^^«  ^^«  ^^  they  tSok 
the  belt  off  his  body,  and  locked  it  up  in  a  box. 

i^ff  w^^y  ^°"?*^  ^^^  ""^^i  '  "t  they  would 
-ot  Took  to  see  what  the  bag  contained  until 
h?  was  weU  enough  to  do  it  himself.  Then  to- 
day,  when  he  became  conscious,  the  first  thing 

hhn*'  ^*^  **  *°  '"^'^^  «°*  **  ^o' 

*  ^^t^l^^T  ??^®y  ''^  »*  *^  ♦  *  asked  Olive. 

A  little,  I  believe,*  replied  Gretchen.     '  He 

wanted  mother  to  have  what  there  was  because 

of  her  kmdness  to  him.    But  she  told  him  that 

the  miners  had  made  a  collection,  and  paid  her 

!iT.l^-    ^^^"^  ^^^  ^"?^*  «g*^t  o'  the  watch 
and  the  compass,  arid  cned  out  to  know  where 

r.M  I   ^S*  thej^^from ;  and  it  WAS  then  that  he 

ockete  *  *^^™  '"^  ^^^  *^^^  '"^"'^ 

*  And  you  believe  aU  ^hat  ? »  cried  Olive. 

Tk!.  rSP''^  ?^^  '''  ^^^  ^^^'^^^     *  What  about 
that  letter  which  was  stolen  from  me  at  Red- 

hoYv'^'Sff  .^.^i*J?L^-^^-  Foster's  copy. 
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there,  and  onlv  (.mVS  „^^    5 ''"' ^  ■""  not 

kitchen,  where  hiV  n,^?k   ^  ^^"'^  ">to  the 
rookinglehiiriX^t^^^^  -«•  "tting  in  the 

forward,    and    putttoff   her  !,^"^      '^P^'V 
sl.yh  t  fi^re  wh Jh  JS2?  up"o  S ?  her""''  ""' 

possible  chance  om'at     I  th,*i*"J'K  fT'  •"> 
have  borne  it  beff.r  i»,       "1°*.  *''»*  ^  eould 

t^en  ill  and  dW  he«  ChiJf!t'  *,'"'  ''«"' 
thought  of  his  iSelv  «h1       "^V   ^'  "  the 

'" 'fcrtr '(^  ^3fr^  -"  °"  "■• 

Lord  I^TeteM:  i^'?^  •'"'°  *«  "^   »••. 
answered,    *uotiM.^?„L  J*'"  P,^''^.'  Olive 

th^e  very  w^^lThllUi"  "^  °"*"  »''' 

i,  ti,  Tro^.tr^-i^''  ?".""'•'  "> 
feverish  onergT  '^'  I  Ww  JhTf^ '""'  ''''"°** 
comfort  me  01iv» .  „„  T  °"',  y°"  would 
lean  upon  •you%ie^.?i''''y?  do.  and  I  can 

poor  t4g/»d  tjly  ^e  ratCh^r-  ^"l!]?- 
me.    But  vou  ar*»  H,«*.^  *        F  "®^P  -^s  like 

to  takec^eotZ  ^f  n  "\?^.^  ^^^  '^"  have 
dead/  '  "*  *"  '^^^  tJi^t  your  father  .s 

jngl^'^'l'tl'tTS;^^^^  cried  in.p,or. 

^^  Will  have  a  tai..  '^^:k^^^%::L\;.'^t 
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by,  when  he  wakes  up  again,  and  perhaps  he 
will  tell  me  a  different  story.  I  shall  ask  him 
how  he  came  to  have  that  letter  of  mine  in  his 
possession.  Perhaps  when  he  discovers  how 
much  we  know  he  wiU  be  induced  to  tell  the 
truth  about  it.* 

Mrs.  Scarth  shuddered,  then  she  said  earn- 
estly, *  I  am  quite  sure  that  he  was  telling  the 
truth,  Olive,  and  I  am  certain  that  he  is  a  good 
man.  Besides,  he  has  no  idea  that  I  am  your 
father's  wife.  I  mean  he  did  not  know  that  the 
finding  of  the  canoe  with  the  dead  body  in  it 
meant  anything  to  us.' 

*  Dear  mother,  you  are  so  gentle  and  sweet 
that  it  is  easy  to  impose  upon  you.  But, 
I — oh,  I  am  very  different  1  *  exclaimed  Olive, 
drawing  herself  up,  with  a  hard  unmirthful 
laugh. 

*  Olive,  darling,  don't  let  your  sorrows  make 
you  bitter  and  uncharitable,  or  they  will  miss 
their  piupose,  and  do  you  more  harm  thar 
good,'  Mrs.  Scarth  said  softly,  with  or.e  o; 
those  rare  flashes  of  wisdom  which  seemed  like 
inspiration ;  and  she  clung  to  her  eldest  daughter 
with  that  confidence  in  the  stronger  character 
which  roused  all  that  was  best  ap.d  noblest  in 
the  girl's  nature.  She  would  not  fail  her 
mother  whatever  might  come.  And  she  would 
treat  that  sick  man  decently,  if  she  could.  But 
she  would  not,  oh,  she  would  not  believe  that 
her  father  was  dead ! 

Then  she  coaxed  her  mother  to  go  and  lie 
down  on  the  bed,  soothing  and  comforting 
her  with  gentle    touches  and    loving  words, 
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^"nuZXn  ^J^y  *'!^  ""'"^'  Mr8.Soarth 
sanK  into  deep  and  dreamless  sli.Tiber 

Bluey  and  fienny  were  also  fast  aslwD     But 

they  had  gone  to  bed  in  happy  uncoSusn"^^ 

of  the  sadness  which  ha/5Jon3 

fou^d'?h«f''n'''"'  ^  *°  t""  ''''''''en,  she 
lound  that  Dora  and  Gretchen  had     ime  In 

and  were  sitting  with  their  arms  on  t,.e  4b?e 
>n  attitudes  of  extreme  dejection  and  wo^ 

awhUe   *if?*  "f"  *<;  '^"'^«  "  JO't  yet 
awniie.     Uut  even  if  we  knew  if  (r.r.  «u„  r^ 

certainty  we  should  stm  ttl  tZ  up  i"*d 

OHve  let  her  ilone! l„'lTu™,S*  S  I7tl^ 
Rawson.  and  the  thing,  for  hi,  oto  su"p«.'      ' 
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Olive  ntmded,  then  dismissing  the  sick  man 
and  his  affairs  from  her  mind  for  a  few  moments, 
she  dropped  into  her  mother's  rocking-chair, 
and  proceeded  to  talk  business. 

*I  want  you  both  to  help  me  with  your 
advice,*  she  began,  and  some  of  the  anxiety 
of  her  mind  crejjt  into  her  tone  in  spite  of  her- 
self. *  I  am  going  to  make  the  store  pay,  of 
that  I  have  no  doubt,  but  I  cannot  run  the  risk 
of  to-night's  unpleasantness  very  often.  The 
next  time  an  attempt  is  made  to  rob  me,  it 
may  be  more  successful  than  Slippy  Jim's 
efforts  this  evening.' 

\  *  It  is  horribly  unsafe  to  go  wandering  about 
with  bags  of  money,  alone,  in  a  place  like  this,' 
Dora  said  in  a  caustic  tone. 

*  I  could  come  for  you  every  evening — I 
should  love  to  do  it,'  Gretchen  suggested,  though 
as  she  was  growing  so  fast,  most  nights  found 
her  completely  worn  out. 

*  Even  that  would  not  do  except  as  a  tem- 
porary arrangement,  I  am  afraid,'  said  Olive. 

And  I  am  wondering  which  would  be  best 
for  us,  to  go  imd  live  at  the  store,  or  to  move  the 
store  up  here  ?  ' 

'  Either  would  be  horrid  I '  jerked  out  Dora, 
who  had  a  soul  above  trade,  and  could  not  be 
reconciled  to  any  connexion  with  it. 

*  But  we  could  not  all  live,  and  sleep,  and 
eat  in  one  room  as  the  Pratts  did,  or  rather 
do,'  objected  Gretchen,  with  a  grimace. 

*  No,  indeed,'  said  Olive  quickly,  *  that  is 
why  I  think  that  it  will  be  best  to  have  the 
store  up  here ;  but  as  Mr.  Rawson  is  in  posses- 
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fcl*^i  ^^^^^  *^*  question  is,  where  can  we 
have  the  store,  don't  you  see  ?  * 

•  FrJ  wl%"  ?i^^  l^^  ^^°''  '«P"«d  Gretchen. 
.IJ^^J^"^^^  ^^^  spare  this  room.' 
Ihe  barn,  of  course  I    Why,  it  is  the  verv 
place  ! '  exclaimed  Olive.     *  A^d  just  fancy  1^ 

^J^u  ^'^i^P^fifs  can  go  to  live  at  the  store 
when  the  cold  weather  comes,  and  the  bam  wiU 
make  a  most  beautiful  emporium  for  useful 
and  fancy  goods;  while  I  shaU  be  near 
enough  for  my  affectionate  family  to  protect 

PrlSSr  ^^  ""*?  "^^  ™^^  *^«  '"ove  ?  '  asked 
Uretchen,  roused  to  eager  interest,  as  Olive 
meant  that  she  should  be. 

f kII'^""T*'^' 7°''  ^^  *^«^  children  can  get 
^l«  fT  *'^^''i  everything,  and  sweep  it  out. 

Snac  K^  '''''^  u^y  ""^  ^  ^""«  "P  the  store 
J?^^^'^,««^,?d  baggage.  Luckily,  aJ  stocks  are 
so  low.  It  will  not  be  a  difficult  task.  Oh,  but 
what  a  rehef  it  wiU  be,  not  to  have  to  fac4  the 
mnter  down  at  that  place,  so  far  away  from 

fu*^u.^^'^*^°  **  t^»  week,  it  is  not  to  be 
thought  of  r  broke  in  Dora  m  ;  shocked  tone. 
^  Why  not  ?  '  asked  OUve  in  surprise. 
Because  it  would  seem  ahnost  like  disrespect 
to    ladders    memory,    to   be    stirring   about 
m  such  an  active  fashion  just  after  we  have 
received  news  of  his  death.    Besides,  there  U 
our  mourning  to  make;  we  must  do  that  our- 
selves, I  suppose,  as  we  can't  afford  to  put  it 
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out,  though  I  hate  sewing,  and  home-made 
things  always  fit  so  badly,  and  never  by  any 
chance  look  smart.* 

*We  must  not  wear  mourning — ^yet,*  said 
Olive,  with  so  much  brisk  decision  that  Gretchen 
caught  her  breath  in  a  gasp ;  but  Dora  looked 
mutinous,  and  asked  shortly,  *  Why  not,  pray  ?  * 

*  Because,  in  the  first  place,  we  have  only 
circumstantial  evidence  that  he  is  dead,  and 
it  is  not  honou'^ng  to  his  memory  to  believe 
it  too  soon,*  Olive  said,  weighing  her  words 
with  the  utmost  care;  *  and  in  the  second  place, 
we  cannot  afford  to  go  into  mourning.* 

'  Dora  jumped  up  with  a  bounce.  *  No  sacri- 
fice ought  to  be  too  great  to  honour  our 
father*s  memory,*  she  burst  out  hotly,  her  will, 
as  always,  in  hot  revolt  at  01ive*s  common 
sense. 

*  We  honour  his  memory  best  by  taking  care 
of  mother  and  the  two  little  ones,*  Olive 
answered  quietly.  *  But  go  to  bed,  Dora 
dear,  and  you  will  find  that  things  look  much 
easier  in  the  morning.  Gretchen  is  very  tired 
too,  and  will  have  a  bad  headache  to-morrow 
if  she  does  not  get  to  sleep  soon.* 

*  Are  you  not  coming  too  ?  '  asked  Gretchen, 
with  a  wide-reaching  yawn. 

*  In  a  few  minutes,  but  I  must  go  and  say 
good-night  to  Mr.  Morgan.  I  have  not  even 
thanked  him  yet  for  hurrying  to  my  rescue 
a  while  ago,*  she  answered. 

Dora  stood  up,  turning  a  white  miserable 
face  towards  her,  and  stretching  out  imploring 
hands.    '  Olive,  Olive,  help  me  to  be  as  brave  as 
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can  t  we  be  happy  always  ?  '  " .  wny 

nli  J  ra?"'^  °?  ^  «°°^  'O'  us.  I  suppose  •  re- 

frM^e  S?  »^f""«  ^™'*  the  door- 
^4e^-^L"r^''''.°"*  »*  t''*  night,  but 
ne  jerked  his  head  round  as  Olive  aDoroacheS 

a^^W^'h*'*  T?^'^  '?  '^■'  I  §o?r^Mi 
anytmng    he  said,  his  voice  soundinc   har^h 

^l"l  aSS^hT*T''i-5'«'  P"*  upon  himsSl 
1  am  afraid  that  I  did  not  come  to  se*»  if 

VZ^n^e'^r'i^&i  ™-  »4^th''r:S5.Jr' 
u  J  u  1  •  i»retchen  assured  me  that  «!h#» 
had  brought  all  that  you  would  nSd  But  J 
want  to  knowaboutthis  Mr.  Rawson  •  were  vo« 
here  when  he  told  mother  abouTfiS^he 
dead  man  in  father's  canoe  ?  '  ^  ^^"^ 

No,  he  was  asleep  when  I  got  here  and  th#. 

^rTmTfd'tn?  T^^''  i'^  '-'^^^  ^th*an 
by  a^vL^'^^'''''',''^^^.^''  accompanied 
oy  a  covert   glance  of  adm  ration  at   Oliv^ 
because  she  was  not  crying  also.  ' 

as  if  2  wJ^dlkeTpYsst^^^^^^  ^°f '^^ 

length  filled  up  ihr^ay.' '"'"'  ^^"'^  ^"'^^ 

v^t  If  ^L.-^^**  "^"^  y°"  ^^'^t  of  him  ?  '  asked  Jeff 
yet  making  no  attempt  to  move.  * 

to  wr?""!"^^*  ^'^  ^^  ^"^  'lo^  he  came 
to  have  m  his  possession  that  letter  whkh 
was  stolen  from  me  at  Redway  Fal V  she  saJd^ 
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her  voice   quivering  and  breaking  from   the 
intensity  of  the  feeling  which  lay  behmd. 

*  You  can't  ask  him  to-night.  I  don't  expect 
he  will  have  another  sane  spell  before  daylight, 
and  if  he  did  it  would  be  cruel  to  bother  him. 
Go  and  get  to  sleep  yourself ;  you'll  feel  better 
about  it  to-morrow  morning,*  he  said  in  ifruff 
kindness. 

*  I  will  not  speak  to  him,  not  even  if  he  is 
awake,  if    you  do  not   think  it  wise.     But 

S lease  let  me  come  in  and  look  at  him,  Mr. 
[organ;  there  is  something  that  I  want  to 
remember,'  she  pleaded,  looking  so  wistful 
'that  Jeff  was  constrained  against  his  better 
judgment  to  give  way  to  her. 

*  As  you  will,'  he  said,  drawing  aside  to  let 
her  pass ;  but  he  followed  her  m,  and  stood 
close  beside  her  when  she  bent  over  the  sick 
man,  who  appeared  to  be  lying  in  a  quiet  sleep. 

*  It  is,  I  am  sure  that  it  is  he  1'  she  exclaimed, 
a  vivid  red  flushing  her  cheeks  for  a  moment, 
then  leaving  her  whiter  than  before. 

*  What  do  you  mean  ?  '  asked  Jeff.  So  many 
emotions  were  contending  for  the  mastery  in 
Ohve's  face,  that  he  could  not  be  sure  whether 
she  was  most  sorry  or  most  glad  to  have  her 
suspicions  verified. 

Olive  walked  back  to  the  doorway  for  fear 
of  disturbing  the  Ught  sleep  of  the  invalid, 
and  she  stood  leaning  against  the  doorpost, 
pressmg  her  hand  tightly  upon  her  throbbing 
heart,  while  she  strove  for  the  power  to  speak 
calmly.  '^ 

Jeff   followed    her,    and    after    a   moment 
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reputed  his  question  in  a  different  form.    »Who 

flnliL"  *t®  f\®'*  ^****  ^^^^  *<>  save  me  in  the 
flooded  school-house  at   Redway  Falls »   she 

riT'J^r-  '*^"  '"^'^  ^*^°  «^^«d  my  iffe  kt  the 

bound     t'.^'u^'.^^   ^^   «    handkerchSf 
bound   about  his  face  then,   and   I   was   so 

Slightly,  the  better  to  see  the  face  of  the  ffirl 
hands  if^hf/  "t«%<^^ked  gasp,  pressed  he; 
a^wLlf   *  w*^^'''?  ^^'  t^^^bbing  heart,  then 
answered.     He  is,  he  must  be,  the  man  who 
stole  my  letter,  and  the  map.    !■  or  Mrs.  filld^ 

fTDawso"!''^  "*  ^"^  "^'^*  '"^"^'^^  ^*  ^-" 
*  Dawson  isn't  the  place  marked  on  that 
map  of  your  father's,' Jeff  reminded  her 

1  know.  But  when  those  men  in  Ezra's 
t2nt--those  two  who  were  killed  you  know- 
were  talking  about  the  man  who  had  stolen 
the  letter  and  the  map,  they  said  that  he  had 

fnThT    l*"^***^.^  "^^  ^"""^8  ^  Klondyke, 

and  the  Klondyke  mean  pretty  much  the 
same  thing,  you  know,  so  that  it  all  fits  in  too 
completely  for  there  to  be  any  possibility  of  a 
mistake,  said  Ohve  in  a  tone  of  dreary  finality. 
Jeff  made  an  impatient  gesture,  and  burst 
out  angrily.  *  They  say  there  is  no  one  on 
earth  so  merciless  as  a  good  woman,  and  I 
really  think  that  it  is  about  true,  though  you 
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are  only  a  bit  of  a  rirl,  and  should  not  have 
been  so  hard  yet  awMe.  Here  lies  a  man  so 
sick  that  It  IS  a  marvel  he  has  not  pegged  out 
aheady;  m  all  his  delirium  you  havfnever 
beard  a  word  from  him  that  would  have  dis- 
graced the  best  Sunday  school  in  the  Do- 
mmion ;  you  recogni25e  him  as  a  stranger  who 
once  saved  your  life  at  the  risk  of  his  oW  out 
of  pure  humamty,  and  with  nothing  to  be 
gamed  by  it;  and  yet  you  are  willing  to  be- 
lieve him  a  common  thief,  a  low-down  cadger 
and  your  father's  murderer.* 

*No,  not  that,  not  all  that  I »  cried  Olive, 
thrusting  out  her  hands,  as  if  she  would  push 
away  these  stormy  imputations. 

It  amounts  to  that  m  the  end.  Why  can't 
you  wait  to  judge  the  poor  chap  till  he's  able  to 
say  for  himself  what's  lies  and  what's  truth  ?  ' 

Uhve   clenched  her  fists,  striving  still   for 
self-control.    It  was  awful  to  her  to  think  that 
she  had  judged  this  man  harshly,  and  it  was 
a  mortification  almost  too  great  to  bear,  that 
Jeff  Morgan  should  lecture  her  for  uncharitable- 
ness.    She  must  say  a  word  in  her  own  defence, 
only  the  trouble  was  that  'or  some  minutes 
the  words  wou^d  not  come;  then  at  last  she  said 
brokenly    *  I  have  not  judged  him.    I  have 
only  reckoned  up  the  coincidences.    And  can 
you  wonder  that  I  feel  bitter  against  the  man 
who  stole  the  letter  my  father  sent  to  me. 
when  you  think  of  aU  the  misery  that  has  re- 
sulted from  the  loss  ?    Of  course  it  was  all 
my  fault  for  taking  the  letter  to  school  with 
me,  but  that  does  not  make  it  easier  for  me  to 
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bear  because  I  know  that  aU  the  troubles, 
brin^nir  "^"^'^^  ^  ^'  *^^-'  ^^  <>'  -X 

toik^nn  f  *^*''*'  {ace  softened,  and  his  voice 
took  on  a  more  kindly  tone,  as  he  said,  *  I 
guess  you  haven't  got  much  to  blame  yoirself 
^th,  and  your  people  would  have  been  pretty 

T'H  A^'  P*?i  '^"°^»  ^*»'  *»«'«  a  >^hite  man. 
Id  stake  my  hfe  on  it  that  he  is  white  all 
through,  and  I  ought  to  be  reckoned  a 
judge,  seemg  what  a  lot  I  know  of  the  other 

*  Thank  you,  Mr.  Morgan,  and  good-night. 
f  '^??®,y?"'  patient  won*t  -ive  you  much 
trouble,'  Olive  said,  ending  the^alk,^and  mov- 
ing  away  so  abruptly  that  Jeff  Morgan  would 
have  thought  that  he  had  offended  her  beyond 
.h^^A  ^^'^^^ri^?'  if  be  had  not  guessed  that 

tA^A^^^^^!^  *^^  ""^^*«  ^f  her  endurance, 
and  had  crept  away  to  break  down  because 

the  world  ^"^   ^''^^'  ^^^^  ^^'  ^""^^^  ^''''^  *^ 

wh.«T  li«le  girl,  she'll  feel  better  and  kinder 
when  she  has  been  to  sleeo,'  he  said  to  himself 
with  a  shake  of  the  hea5  as  he  turned  back 

l^^u  '.  *  K  moving  towards  the  bed  to 
see  how  It  fared  with  his  patient. 

To  his  surprise  the  man's  eyes  were  open, 
and  there  was  no  trace  of  delirium  in  their 
questioning  gaze. 

'  ^e«l  better,  sonny  ?  »  Jeff  asked,  wonder- 
ing  uneasily  how  long  the  stranger  had  been 
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awake,  and  how  much  of  the  talk  in  the  door- 
way he  mi^ht  have  overheard. 

*  Who  U  it  that  is  white  all  through  ?  *  de- 
manded Anthony  Rawson,  ignoring,  perhaps 
not  even  hearing,  the  kind  inquiry  abont  his 
well-being. 

*  Why,  yourself,  of  course,*  answered  Jeff 
promptly.  •  IVe  seen  too  many  shady  ones 
not  to  know  a  white  one  when  I  see  him.* 

•What  was  the  matter  with  that  girl? 
And  who  is  she  ?  '  demanded  the  sick  man,  so 
brusquely  that  Jeff  fdt  more  uneasy  than 
f  ver,  although  he  took  good  care  not  to  show  it. 
That  was  Miss  Olive  Scarth,  the  girl  who 
rescued  jrou  that  day  when  you  got  stuck 
m  that  bit  of  rough  water  up  creek.  She  is 
about  as  plucky  as  you  would  find  a  girl,  only 
she  has  got  rather  a  big  load  to  stagger  under 
just  now,  and  it  makes  her  mclined  to  be  what 
they  call  in  the  States  downright  pernickety,' 
Jeff  ^id  excusingly.  In  his  own  mind  he  felt 
nearly  certain  that  the  sick  man  had  over- 
heard the  talk,  and  he  was  anxious  to  soothe 
him  into  having  a  quiet  night  if  possible. 

To  his  surprise  the  stranger  made  no  re- 
sponse, but  after  a  few  minutes  of  wakefulness, 
in  which  he  accepted  in  silence  the  nourish- 
ment pressed  upon  him,  he  dropped  into 
slumber  again. 

*  Well,  that  beats  eversrthing  I  *  muttered 
Jeff  in  relieved  astonishment,  as  he  gazed  down 
at  the  sleeping  patient.  *  The  fellow  could  not 
have  heard  what  was  said,  or  else  he  must  have 
a  conscience  like  a  week-old  baby.    To  my 
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TnJf^'  tWnkinff  he's  the  sort  that  dies  youniF. 
«ia  the  marvefto  me  is  that  he  has  lived  s^o 

Ri.w".L''k  Ju  ™"*^«n  tli«e,  for  Anthony 
Rawson  had  heard  every  word  of  that  talk  hi 
tween  Olive  and  Jeff  Morgan. 
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CHAPTER  THE  FOURTEENTH 

Anthony  Rawson's  Word 

wJ^^kJ^J***  ''^"^^  7***'^  **»«  Scarths  lived 

^^f   n?*^K  ^'^:^^^^  J^**^   outhouses    than 
most   of   the   other   abodes   in    Orsav     Mr 
Scarth  had  still  a  little  money  leftt^cn  he 

ictenstic  of  him  to  luild  sheds  and  other 
S^^.T^''''?.**  ^''^^^  ^"^^  «'  waiting  until 

But  for  once  this  f^  rt  of  extravagance  proved 
of  great  value  and  comfort  to  th7familV  who 

culty.  The  barn  whfch  had  cost  so  much  to 
raise,  woiJd  make,  as  OUve  said,  a  reaUy  go^ 
store,  and  its  greatest  advantage  lay  in^ 
nearness  to  home.  ^*     ^ 

Early  next  morning  Gretchen  and  the  two 
youngest  children  set  to  work  to  get  the  bwn 

Even  Dora  came  to  lend  a  hand  at  the  task,  for 
the  mormng  had  brought  wisdom  with  it,  and 
she  w^  for  the  time  at  least,  intent  on  b^g 
as  useful  as  possible.  ** 

They  all  went  about  the  business  in  the 
subdued  frame  of  mind  caused  bvX  black 
tidmgs  of  yesterday.    In^an  ordinary  way  there 
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Gretchen.mWeffoS^K*  ,«»P«i«";  when 
of  sifted  cilST  Su^  >"*  "'"  •/««»  tub 

venting  .7-Sn?"^,lSerTj4s  °'  ^"^ 
fortune  to  tumble  infyTtCir^u- ""*'  ™  ""»" 
whence  sl.e^Si^JStdSSTr'^**"^'"*' 

flat  stick,  unt7l  tK«t?f*i^'F'^*^y  ^th  a 
•What  8haS  wrdo^th  /hi   K  \f*  ^'^  °»t- 

G^henJ"L^ -^  ^-C,!^  scene  of 
"A  iSt  M'iSt^"  'J'^y-    •  Father 

with  a  eS  1^  h^'b^^r-    '*"-«>  °-' 

vent  «>methinemvsdfU»  "."!??  ''""^  *»  ^^ 
have  got  the  fefw'?^f  ?°*  °'  ?''«««  days.  I 
clever! in writeof rSJ^  ^Z" «°^ *° tuin out 

to  be  saved  iSho.^/rT*'"**''"^  "goiM 
deeided^^Sl^^^"  *^'"  """^  °'  «^«  « 
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*  We  had  better  dna  it  into  this  corner ;  It 
will  be  out  of  the  way  here,  and  if  we  cover  It 
with  planks,  it  will  make  a  very  gor^  counter 
for  cheese  and  bacon/  said  Dora.  lien  she 
shruj^ged  her  shoulders,  exclaiming  m  a  tone 
of  disgust,  *  Bah,  what  a  pass  for  a  Scarth  to 
come  to!  It  is  just  horrid,  and  I  wonder 
why  it  i'  hat  Olive  has  no  pride,  when  I  have 
so  much. 

*I  believt,  that  in  a  way  Olive  is  prouder 
than  any  of  us,  but  it  is  such  a  lofty  sort  of 
pride,  that  it  lifts  her  so  high  up  in  her  thoughts 
as  to  make  her  indifferent  to  an3rthing  people 
may  say  about  her,*  said  Gretchen,  as  she 
stood  on  a  very  shaky  old  ladder,  sweeping 
the  cobwebs  down  from  the  roof. 

*  Well,  I  wish  that  I  had  a  little  more,  or  a 
little  less,  just  whichever  is  most  comfortable/ 
said  Dora,  in  a  tone  of  di  content;  and  the  she 
went  off  to^  th«  house  to  prepare  the  midday 
meal,  leaving  Gretchen  to  wrestle  single- 
handed  with  the  cobwebs. 

That  night  both  Jeff  Morgan  and  Dcia 
were  at  tile  store,  to  walk  up  the  hill  with 
Olivt  when  cloFing  time  came;  and  the  three 
went  slowly  up  past  the  gaunt  framework  of 
the  hotel,  talking  over  the  doings  of  the  day. 

*  I  had  some  Indians  come  in  this  morning, 
the  first  tliat  I  have  seen  since  I  have  I>ecn 
home,*  said  Olive.  'And  oh,  they  were  so 
funny.  Of  course  I  could  not  understf  nd 
them,  as  they  had  no  English,  and  they  could 
not  understand  me,  but  we  managed  quite 
nicely,  for  the  man  laid  down  half  a  dolUr, 
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*nd  pointed  to  the  thinifg  he  wanted  fth<.n  i 
laid  the  good,  beside  the  mZeT^'h^T^sl 
there  was  not  enouffh  to  miif  ulJi.  1!  J?^*"^^ 
out  mother  halwK  "By  fe  tlv  Td  ' 
wonder  where  they  set  the^  nJH-T  }^'       °° 

^'^^'r?^"^'^  "-S toe'? 
Begged  It,  I  expect,  or  stole  it.'  laid  j5f 

"cr  ncaa,  and  then  her  voice  ffrew  a  litf u 
husky  as  she  went  on.     •  The  wJm JJi  hoi 

that  poor  mT.  aTwr'iasflhtf^^e '°^^ 
has  been  worrying  mother  alf  diy    JdnL?^ 

rh^n' »dTha^«to^»  P^^Th^d- 
mthertoia  him  that  she  e^Si.iT'*^*^    '° 
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A  great  trembling  seized  upon  Olive  then, 
and  if  It  had  been  possible  she  would  have 
run  away  rather  than  face  the  ordeal  of  an 
interview  with  the  sick  man.  But  of  course 
this  was  very  foolish.  It  was  of  no  use  to  be 
smy  and  sentimental,  when  a  great  issue 
hke  this  had  to  be  faced ;  she  must  just  pluck 
up  her  courage  and  go  straight  on.  doing  the 
very  best  that  she  could. 

Nevertheless,  she  grew  suddenly  out  of 
breath,  and  had  to  cUng  to  Dora's  arm  for  sup- 
port before  the  top  of  the  hill  was  reached, 
t  ./oprthingi  I  expect  you  feel  fagged  out,' 
«aid  Dora  sympatheticaUy.  *  But  never  mind  ; 
when  we  get  the  store  moved  up  here  to  the 
barn,  I  shall  be  able  to  help  you  between  the 
pauses  of  washing  and  baking,  that  is  until  I 
go  to  Redway  Falls.' 

*  I  don't  think  that  I  am  very  over-tired, 
but  It  has  been  so  hot  to-day,  and  the  flies  have 
been  awful.  Then  when  darkness  came,  and 
the  fly  trouble  grew  less  acute,  it  was  the  mos- 
qmtoes  that  arose  in  their  thousands,  and 
made  hfe  a  burden,'  Olive  said  nervously,  fearful 
lest  Dora  should  guess  at  her  secret  perturba- 
tion, and  deem  her  lacking  in  zeal  on  her 
father's  behalf. 

The  silent  man  walking  at  her  side  under- 
stood what  she  had  left  unsaid,  and  when  the 
house  was  reached,  and  Dora  had  darted  off  to 
see  if  her  niother  were  stiU  in  the  shed,  he  said 
jruietly,  You  won't  forget.  Miss  Scarth, 
that  the  poor  fellow  isn't  out  of  the  wood  yet? 
You  saved  his  life  when  he  was  stranded  on 
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and  called^?  ^^f  ?^"  *'''-'''<^  "S"^" 

into  the  house  she  t.™L  ^'^    takings  to  carry 

the  shed,  K;  Kar2^-i''H^'^?°^°f 
run  away.  stupid  desire  to 

wa^'Slt  o"?helKTC',5"'f -hen  she 
bed,  and  looked  ZZ  ur^^ft^^'^"  **"« 
the  man  lying  therT  ^  """**  *"=«  »' 

her^'luSt''*:1„^^*  ^ompa^ion  gripped 
not  be  thief  Md^ff^i!^!''  M^^  '*«  that  co^d 
ever  he  w^,Ws  suffering  "'^  T'^^'^'y-  ^bat- 
gave  hin,  a  c  afm^  on  t7sf  ™p1  ^fat  '""""«''" 
gen«;.  ''°"  ^^«'  "*'*«'  t^-nfghtT-she  asked 

we?e"*ni'^.i7M^  "•*  question  aside  as  if  it 
rerb^t^''o XTse^Tn^r.*  J^^"-  he 
hands  eagerly,  KU."  '  #£*ttl  Th*  /^'f 
nave  done  ?   anr?  toK,,  ^j   **"^^  's  it  that  I 

that  I  was  atTeit't'^Iotl^:;;  ?S]1^J  "'?''* 
murderer  ?  *  ^"  *^^^'»  »f  not  a 
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*  Oh,  did  you  hear  all  that  ?  I  am  so  very 
sorry,  but  I  thought  you  wefe  asleep,'  she  said, 
and  her  voice  had  a  shocked  tone. 

'  It  is  better  that  I  should  hear  it,  if  it  has 
got  to  be  said,'  he  replied  with  a  touch  of 
grimness  m  his  tone ;  but  his  eyes  held  hers  with 
an  insistent  questioning  in  their  gloomy  depths, 
and  she  had  no  choice  save  to  do  as  he  wished. 
Was  it  not  you  who  risked  your  life  to 
save  me,  when  I  was  in  the  flooded  school- 
house  at  Redway  FaUs  ? »  she  asked;  and 
again  the  old  desire  to  reverence  her  rescuer 
swept  over  her  with  irresistible  force,  even 
though  with  her  lips  she  was  ready  to  call  him 
hard  names,  because  coincidences  fought  against 
him. 

*  I  don't  think  that  I  risked  more  than  a 
wetting,'  he  answered,  with  a  smile  that  faded 
as  qmckly  as  it  came,  and  then  he  went  on. 

But  why  was  your  identification  of  me  last 
mght  only  another  link  in  the  chain  of  cir- 
cumstances which  made  my  guilt  a  thing  as 
good  as  proved  ?  ' 

*  I  believed  that  you  had  stolen  a  letter  of 
mme,  and—and  user^  it,'  she  stammered, 
suddenly  feeling  very  much  of  a  culprit,  and 
discovering  all  at  once  how  much  more  easy 
It  was  to  believe  evil  of  this  man  behind  his 
back  than  when  face  to  face  with  him,  as  he 
lay  helpless  on  his  bed. 

To  her  surprise,  his  countenance  displayed 
nothing  but  the  most  profound  amazement; 
there  was  not  even  anger  that  such  an  offence 
should  be  imputed  to  him;  and  then  he  said 
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vr.!??'  A®!5*  l^y  "^^'^^  I  ^^^  a  letter  of 
IhT^L  ^^.:f^eTe  was  it  to  be  stolen  from  ? 
But  the  very  idea  is  absurd,  for  I  did  not  even 
kJnT/°"l  ^ame  untU  last  night,  when  the 
k^nd  somebody  who  took  care  of  me  told  me 
that  you  were  the  eldest  Miss  Scarth.' 

frnm  r!^*I^^u/'*°™  y^^'^^  ^  ^^^'  ^d  then 
from  red  to  white  agam.  Oh,  this  was  dread- 
mi  to  have  accused  a  man  of  a  wrong  behind 
his  back,  and  ther  to  find  when  face  to  face 
with  him  that  It  was  aU  a  mistake,  and  that 
the  coincMences  of  which  she  had  spoken  so 

^*T^i^-.  -'"''^^'l  PP^  ^^«5^  no  stretch  of 
probability  could  bridge. 

But  she  must  defend  herself,  she  must,  and 
making  a  great  effort,  for  every  word  seemed 
as  If  It  would  choke  her,  she  burst  out—*  The 
letter  was  m  my  desk  in  the  schoolhouse,  but 
when  we  ^me  to  search  for  it,  we  could  not 
nnd  It,  and  it  was  never  seen  again,  until  the 
aay  when  your  canoe  came  down  creek— I 
mean  my  father's  canoe,  which  you  came  in, 
and  I  found  the  letter  again  among  the  pack- 
ages of  sample  gold  in  the  canoe.' 

Breathlessly  she  poured  her  story  out.  keenly 
watching  the  man's  face  the  while  for  signs  of 
conscious  guilt.  But  he  only  showed  intense 
bewilderment,  and  a  strained  look  came  into 
his  eyes  which  warned  Olive  that  she  was 
trying  his  strength  too  far,  and  a  swift  peni- 
tence for  her  indiscretion  came  to  her. 

Please,  please,  do  not  worry  about  it  now  ' 
She  faltered,  taking  his  restless  hands  in  her 
own,  and  holding  them  fast,  as  if  she  would 
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compel  him  to  be  quiet»  whether  he  would 
oi  no. 

*  I  must  worry  about  it,  until  I  get  the  thing 
straightened  out,'  he  answered,  with  a  touch 
of  irritation  at  his  own  inability  to  understand 
the  incoherent  story  which  she  had  poured  into 
his  ears. 

Olive  was  friffhtened.    Ihis  was  the  very 
thing  that  Jeff  Morgan  had  warned  her  against, 
and  at  once  she  realized  the  harm  she  was  doing, 
and  the  necessity  of  speedily  easing  his  mind. 
Her  clasp  on  his  hands  tightened,  and  she 
,  stooped  lower  over  him  in  her  effort  to  be 
impressive.    *  I  am  afraid,  Mr.  Rawson,  that  I 
have  made  a  very  big  blunder  somewhere, 
and  that  I  have  accused  you  of  something  you 
have  never  done.    Will  you  promise  to  let  it 
rest  there  until  you  are  strong  enough  to  hear 
the  whole  story,  and  to  tell  us  all  about  your- 
self, and  where  you  have  been  ? ' 

*  I  don't  know,'  he  said  feebly.  *  When  a 
man  is  down,  he  can't  be  held  responsible  for 
not  worrying,  and  my  head  is  not  clear  now.  I 
don't  seena  able  to  think  straight.' 

*  You  will  be  stronger  to-morrow,  and  then 
things  will  look  easier,'  she  answered  gently. 
*  Now  I  must  go,  for  it  is  getting  late,  and  I 
have  not  had  my  supper.  Besides,  Mr.  Mor- 
gan is  waiting  to  come  and  take  care  of 
you.' 

But  when  she  attempted  to  move  her  hands, 
he  clung  fast  to  them.  *  You  will  come  back  in 
the  morning,  won't  you  ?  Please  come  in  the 
morning,  for  my  brain  is  clearer  then,  and  I 
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want  to  understand  about  what  it  is  you  think 
I  have  done.* 

'  I  cannot  come  in  the  morning,  either  to- 
morrow or  the  next  day,  because  I  have  a 
store  to  look  after ;  but  the  day  after  that  is 
Simday,  and  then  I  can  come  to  see  you  in  the 
morning,*  she  said,  then  gently  tried  to  with- 
draw her  hand,  but  he  still  held  it  fast. 

*  Suppose  I  sUp  out  of  life  before  Sunday 
comes,  am  I  to  go  to  my  grave  dishonoured, 
because  ""  am  so  muddled  that  I  cannot  under- 
stand ?  '  he  asked,  with  the  dogged  persistence 
which  was  one  of  his  strongest  chttracteristics. 

*  No,  no,  of  course  not.  Oh,  why  will  you 
take  the  matter  so  seriously,  when  it  is  easy  to 
see  that  I  have  made  a  most  fearful  mistake  ?  * 
she  exclaimed ;  and  now  her  eyes  were  full  of 
tears,  which  Jeff  Morgan  saw,  as  he  came  softly 
walking  into  the  room,  to  warn  Olive  that  she 
had  been  too  long. 

/Time's  up.  Miss  Scarth;  this  sick  man 
am't  made  of  cast-iron,'  he  said  gruffly,  for  the 
sight  of  her  evident  distress  raised  an  unac- 
countable irritation  in  him. 

*  Please  help  me,  Mr.  Morgan,'  she  said, 
turning  to  him  with  an  imploring  air.  *Mr. 
Rawson  unfortunately  heard  all  that  I  said 
to  you  last  night,  and  now  when  I  want  to 
convince  him  that  I  may  have  made  a  mistake, 
I  cannot  do  it.' 

*  Ah,  it  is  one  thing  to  make  a  hole,  and  quite 
another  to  fill  it  up  again,'  said  Jeff  Morgan, 
quoting  a  backwoods  proverb  with  i  gloomy 
air,  as  he  noted  the  sick  -       *s  rising  exc^tementl 
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*  Please,  please  believe,  whatever  happens, 
we  would  never  think  anything  of  you  that 
was  not  upright  and  honourable  1 '  cried  Olive, 
making  her  recantations  with  a  haste  and  com- 
pleteness  which  would  have  been  ludicrous 
if  the  occasion  had  not  verged  so  nearly  on  the 
tragic. 

Anthony  Rawson  struggled  to  raise  himself 
on  his  pillow,  but  being  too  weak,  held  up  his 
right  hand  instead,  as  if  he  were  taking  an  oath. 
There  are  two  of  you  here  to  hear  me, 
and  to  see,*  he  said  weakly,  *  and  I  have  only 
my  word  to  give  you,  that  I  have  done  you  no 
jwong;  a  thief  I  am  not,  neither  have  I  taken 
life  either  directly  or  indirectly,  for  the  rest  I 

do  not  understand,  but ' 

*0h,  quick,  Mr.  Morgan,  he  is  dying- 
dying,  and  it  is  all  my  fault  I  *  cried  Olive  in 
alarm,  as  the  sick  man's  head  fell  back,  and 
he  lay  gasping  and  stniggling  for  breath,  as  if 
he  were  indeed  passing. 

Jeff  Morgan  elbowed  her  aside  with  more 
haste  than  politeness,  saying  gruffly,  *I  will 
see  to  him,  but  you  had  better  clear ;  you  seem 
a  bit  too  exciting  for  a  patient  of  this  sort. 
But  I  don't  doubt  but  what  he'll  find  you  as 
good  as  a  tonic  of  the  most  topping  kind  when 
he  IS  a  bit  more  convalescent/ 

Olive  swung  sharply  out  of  the  shed,  in  a 
mixed  tumult  of  red-hot  anger  and  self- 
reproachful  penitence,  while  her  cheeks  scorched 
m  burning  blushes  because  of  the  double 
meaning  which  might  be  read  into  Jeff  Morgan's 
utterance.  ^ 
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But  she  carried  with  her  the  memory  of  the 
sick  man's  haunting  eyes,  and  the  absolute  sin- 
centy  of  his  manner.  He  was  telling  the 
truth,  she  was  positive  of  it ;  and  although  this 
did  but  deepen  the  mystery  about  the  letter 
and  everything  else,  she  had  no  choice  but  to 
believe  the  evidence  of  her  own  eyes. 

A  letter  had  come  from  Redway  Falls,  ac- 
ceptmg  the  offer  of  Dora  in  place  of  OHve,  and 
appointing  a  day  in  the  following  week  for 
the  commencement  of  school.  The  Educa- 
tion Authorities  had  stirred  quicker  than 
usual,  with  the  result  that  the  managers  had 
been  hustled  into  unwonted  activity  in  the 
building  of  the  new  schoolhouse. 

The  news  caused  a  geat  flutter  in  the  family ; 
there  was  so  much  talk  and  discussion  about 
Dora's  wardrobe  and  the  necessities  of  her 
journey,  that  Olive's  silence  and  abstraction 
passed  almost  without  notice. 

The  next  day  was  one  of  tremendously  hard 
work,  as  Olive  had  all  the  goods  from  the  store 
moved  up  the  hill  and  placed  in  the  bam. 
She  would  have  waited  until  Monday  for  this, 
but  she  had  a  nervous  dread  of  facing  the 
Saturday  night's  trade  down  at  the  store  alone. 
And  as  the  new  stocks  for  the  store  might 
arrive  any  day  now,  it  seemed  better  to  get 
settled  in  the  new  quarters  as  soon  as  possible. 

By  noon  everything  but  the  last  load  had 
been  moved  from  the  cramped  little  building 
in  which  Ezra  Pratt  had  driven  such  a  flour- 
ishing trade.  Of  choice  Olive  would  have  been 
only  too  thankful  to  find  a  tenant  for  the  place. 
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but  tenants  were  hard  to  find  in  Orsay  in  this 
time  of  slump,  and  her  agreement  with  the 
late  owner  was  that  she  should  pay  rent  for 
two  years,  with  the  option  of  purchase. 

It  wiU  have  to  beMoolie,  tie  pigs,  and  the 
fowls  that  wiU  hve  here  I  suppose,  though  it 
will  be  a  miserable  business  coming  so  far  to 
milk  m  times  of  blizzard,'  she  said  to  herself 
with  a  sigh,  as  she  looked  round,  debatinff 
ways  and  means,  while  she  waited  for  the 
wagon  that  was  to  take  the  last  load  of  things 
up  the  hill.  * 

'  Then  into  the  almost  empty  store  glided  the 
Indian  squaw,  who  had  the  empty  papoose 
ba^  slung  at  her  back.  «-  ^   r-r 

Trade^  trade,  it  is  tr-r-rade,'  she  said,  rollinc 
her  r's  hke  a  Frenchwoman. 

Olive  laughed.  It  was  true,  then,  what  Jeff 
Morgan  had  said,  that  these  people  could  find 

i^xi?r  ^      "^  ^^^^  *^®y  ^^^  *^y  "^ced  of  them. 

What  is  It  that  you  want  to  trade  for  ?  '  she 

adced  gentiy,  for  the  squaw  had  a  furtive, 

fnghtenwi  look,  as  if  she  were  afraid  of  some- 

one  coming  to  stop  her  purchasing. 

*Bacca!'  The  woman  opened  her  mouth 
wide,  droppmg  out  the  word  like  a  child  just 
begiimmg  to  talk. 

Olive  hunted  round.  Surely  there  was  a  box 
with  tobacco  in  it  somewhere  among  the 
A  u  ^  ^Wch  had  been  left  for  the  last  load. 
Ah,  yes,  there  it  was  down  behind  the  case 
containing  tinned  pine-apple  and  canned  peaches 
from  California. 

Lifting  the  box  on  to  a  barrel,  she  showed 
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tobacco,    asking  —  '  What 


the  squaw    the 
trade  f' 

ly  •  I'^t^^l  T"""'^  the  woman  prompt- 

forth  a  small  bund£'Lm  an  Sd^a^^ortS  o1 
personaltreasures  contained  therein  ;ndDl  "mo 
ing  It  down  on  the  barrel  beside  thi  tobrcc"'^' 
.  0''7l*°'"**^  it  with  unwiUing  flngm  she 
had  taken  an  odd  liking  to  the*littlf  rq'uaw 
who  earned  an  empty  cradle  swung  Th^i 
back,  and  she  hated  to  think  that  thf  worn^ 

belongmgs  to  gratify  a  taste  for  tobacco;   but 

then  she  did  not  know  that  the  emrtv  oa' 

poo^  bag  was  a  sort  o(  hold-aU,Traveirff 

"S^  ^r  ?."''«*  •>«*«*  combined.  "*''*"'°8 

Ihe  bundle  was  wrapped  in  a  dirty  frac- 

t^^       ?'"'*  Kave  a  start  of  astonishment 

^tJ^I'^  u^'r"  »  "'"«  home-made  house- 
wife, of  the  kind  very  much  in  vocue  for  ChrUt 
mas  and  birthday  presents  in  co^tty  placS' 
There  were  compartments  for  scissors!buttoiS' 
needles,  and  pins,  and-yes,  there  shoSd  l5 
ms.de  a  little  secret  pocket  for  the  hoarZf  of 
smaH  treasures,  sucfi  as  portraits  or  letterf. 
ovtr  ^^  trembled  as  she  turned  the  thing 
over.     She  had  seen  this  before,  and  unle^ 

thTim.     v"'  S?"^  ^^y-  butrecogiSzable  aU 
nad  muddled  the  design,  and  had  been  obliged 


2i6  A  Girl  of  the  Northland 

to  work  in  some  fancy  flourishes  of  her  wn 
invention.  But  for  whom  had  she  done  it? 
So  many  bits  of  work  of  this  kind  had  faUen  to 
her  share  during  her  time  at  Redway  Falls, 
for  the  g^rls  were  always  wanting  to  Itam  new 
stitches  m  embroidery  and  fresh  methodf  of 
doing  fancy  work. 

Suddenly  her  fingers  discovered  the  open- 
ing of  the  secret  pocket,  and  at  the  same 
moment  they  encountered  something  stiff 
mside.  She  drew  this  something  out,  while 
,  the  squaw  looked  on  in  blank  astonishment, 
for  apparently  the  inner  pocket  had  not  been 
investigated  by  her,  so  her  trade  might  be  more 
valuable  than  it  had  seemed  at  first. 

The  something  was  a  photograph  of  two 
c.jldren,  £  miserable  snapshot  warranted 
not  to  flatter.  But  Olive  knew  them,  and 
when  she  turned  the  picture  over,  her  lips 
P2?^  »n  an  involuntary  smile,  as  she  read— 
From  your  affeckshunate  friends  Joseph  and 
Ameha  Foster.* 

*It  was  Joe  who  wrote  that,  and  he  never 
could  speU  affectionate,'  she  said  to  herself, 
thmkmg  of  the  lumpy  boy  with  the  fat  white 
face  and  carroty  hair,  who  was  the  school- 
manager's  only  son.  Amelia  was  sharp  and 
clever,  hke  her  hard-working  little  mother, 
but  Joe  was  thick  in  the  head,  and  as  con- 
ceited as  George  Foster  himself. 

But  how  had  the  thing  come  into  the  pos- 
session of  this  Indian  squaw  ?  AiSd  then  there 
came  to  Olive  the  remembrance  of  the  pieces 
from  Amelia's  copybook,  which    'e  had  found 
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ivl  ?  j^  father's  canoe. 
m^i    t'i  'K^   '"^^"^     What   could    it 

iS  wh^t'^r  ^'^  j^  u^^^y  ^'^  *»»«  wild 
h^  Li  f^  *'""^  w*»»«*»  >n  the  first  place 
had  belonged  to  the^ostcrs,  her  formw  nS 
**.'«^away  Redway  Falls  ?  ^  ^ 

she  n«nIL^u  ff"  «^*  **""  ''<>m.  where  ?  » 
f .»/  ^u  '"°^^"9  out  the  pictilre  in  one 
i  W  and  the  case  fn  the  other.  "^ 

thetmm^t*  u"^^  *'i^*'  ^**^^*  ^  *  exclaimed 
n^r«f?««  %^?['^'''«."P  '^^^  h^nds  in  great  ad- 
miration  of  the  picture,   which  in  ^er  esti- 

t^^*""  fil.l'^H'^^^e  ^^"^^  *°  '^'  value  of  her 
„n^.;»f  ^*  iu*  ^'*'**''  ^°"^d  not  or  would  not 
understand   the   questions    put   to   her  con 

''ATJ*-^?.r^^^^°"  «'  the  articles!'  "" 
n.mSfeJXtVeVo^^^'^  ^^'  *'^  "^^  '^^ 
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CHAPTER  THE  FIFTEENTH 
The  Mystery  Deepens 

The  days  which  followed  on  the  moving  o 
the  store  were  some  of  the  hardest  that  th 
Scarths  had  ever  known.  First  there  was  thi 
Btore  to  ffet  straight.  Then  there  was  th( 
business  of  getting  Dora  off  to  Redway  Falls 
and  the  tremendous  blank  caused  by  her  going 
While  to  mak'^  matters  worse,  and  to  increust 
the  troubles  of  all  concerned,  for  a  whole  fort 
night  Anthony  Rawson  was  so  ill  that  thej 
thought  every  day  must  be  his  last. 

He  was  wildly  delirious  most  of  the  time,  o: 
lying  in  a  state  of  utter  collapse.  Mrs.  Scarth 
and  Jeff  Morgan  were  nearly  worn  out  witt 
nursing  him,  and  Olive  stole  as  much  time  as 
she  could  from  the  store  to  help  them  when 
the  delirious  turns  were  on,  but  she  fled  when 
he  became  quieter,  for  that  meant  that  he 
would  become  conscious,  though  utterly  pros- 
trate. 

The  delirium  frightened  her  badly  enough, 
for  the  burden  of  his  raving  was  always  the 
same ;  he  was  for  ever  calling  upon  her  to  witness 
that  his  honour  was  imstaineo,  and  that  he  had 
done  her  no  wrong. 

*  Oh,  mother,  mother,  it  is  Just  dreadful  I ' 
she  cried  one  day  when  Mrs.  Scarth  came  to  re- 
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Keve  her,  because  « long  deliriout  bout  ihowed 

to  have  brought  him  back  to^Tuke  twS" 

You  mu.t  not  talk  in  such  a  fMhion ' 

Sil ^"r°^}}"  »  gentle  reproof,    'fee 

there  is  life,  there  is  hope;   he  may  live^ln 

pulled  through  so  much,  which  shows  thit  hi 

sZd'  »Tirdr^e't^?ra"°^^^^^^^^ 

to  you  not  to  maL  a^^^^*  fu^^^^ ^"^/J* 
Of  coun«  circumstances  looted  bCk  aSt 

Soni  ,^'  ^  '"  ''"'*'  "'«'  that  he  has  never 
done  US  any  wrong,  or  your  dear  lather  eS 
Ihere  is  nothing  like  delirium  for  showing  un 

like  Nathaniel,  m  whom  ther«  was  no  guile' 

.h^.!i  yt.  °*.  ^i"'  e'°"«J  orinison  in  the 
shaded  light  of  the  lamp;  she  had  seen  Hem 

&n^'S?in°^i-^"«-"^-'" 
No  wonder  that  she  always  fled  «t  fi.« 
merest  indication  of  a  conscious  spell,  "'oter 
»d  over  again  he  had  murmured  to-nSit 
^  he  lay  m  the  clutch  of  his  fever,  that  she 
WM  the  one  woman  in  the  world  for  Wm  and 
"he  would  not  believe  in  him.  ^    ^ 

Poor     Olive  1     Her     girlhood     was     being 
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wrested  from  her  bit  by  bit.  First  there  ha 
been  the  trouble  of  her  father's  going,  and  tl 
struggle  to  clear  off  the  crushing  load  of  deb 
Then  had  come  the  worry  and  apprehensio 
concerning  her  father's  fate,  which  had  wor 
her  so  terribly,  because  she  held  herself  r< 
sponsible  at  least  indirectly  for  his  hurrie 
start.  Now  on  the  top  of  all  these  thinr 
came  the  knowledge  that  Anthony  Rawso 
cared  for  her. 

'  It  is  dreadful,  dreadful  1 '  she  murmure 
to  herself,  as  she  went  back  to  the  house  am 
crept  into  bed  beside  Gretchen,  who  wa 
already  fast  asleep.  But  it  was  long  befor 
slumber  came  to  Olive.  Over  and  over  agaii 
she  was  repeating  tc  herself  the  words  of  th 
sick  man's  delirium,  then  trying  with  all  he 
might  to  put  away  even  the  memory  of  then 
from  her.  Why  should  he  care  about  her 
a  girl  whom  he  had  scarcely  seen?  True 
he  had  saved  her  life,  and  then  she  had  savec 
his,  but  what  of  that  ?  And  she  had  scarcely 
seen  him  since,  when  he  was  sufficiently  con- 
scious to  know  her. 

'Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  what  a  tangle  it  is!' 
she  exclaimed,  as  she  tossed  and  tossed, 
unable  to  sleep,  and  thinking  ruefully  of  the 
morrow,  when  she  would  be  so  tired,  and 
perhaps  irritable  from  want  of  sleep. 

Then  presently  her  mother  came  in  and  went 
to  sleep,  for  Jeff  Morgan  had  taken  over  the  care 
of  the  sick  man ;  then  the  little  house  was  left 
in  unbroken  quiet,  and  Olive  drifted  into  fitful 
slumber. 
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*  Olive,  Olive,  I  want  you  I ' 

Uear  and  insistent  the  void*  -m^  m   ^^, 

response,    Ves,  father,  I  am  comine  • 

ill  J^oan^h*"'*  Y^*  '»  ^^^  ■"^"«'?  are  you 
lU  7    called  her  mother  from  the  next  room 

me  ^^ei'on:^  "^  "^^''  ''"»  'athe^^-ed 
t?^„    1  u     ^'?  ''•'O  was  stm  struffdinif  to 

wSg  a^tf^o^^^""  --  "-^  and  is 

Out  of  bed  she  tumbled,   commencing  to 

he    Father  hid  •='''*''^^  with '  frant.rhS  U 

^TZ  fZ  ^""■'^  ^''  ••■»•  ""^  ""  S' 

jolwnt  ""'  '"  ■"  °^"w''«l'»iBg  tumult  of 


a^kf^  nIP     i"  waiting  I »  and  struggling  into 
and  h^'  ^^7^  ^"^^  ^  ^^^^^  ^^^d  her  shoulders 

teen^Td^RI^^''^^^'^^^^ 
tini/  ^k^P  ??^  ^^"^^y  w®re  awake  by  this 

ofTh.!^^*  ^^"^y  ^^^'^  »^is  little  cupboard 
about  ^^""^  "^^^^  ^  **^  '^oise  was 
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*  Dear  father  has  come  home,  and  I  am  goin^ 
to  let  him  in,*  replied  Olive,  who  had  not  the 
slightest  doubt  about  it  being  the  voice  o; 
her  father  that  she  had  heard  c^ng  to  her. 

Hastily  unlocking  the  door,  she  flung  ii 
open,  then  stood  appalled,  staring  into  tht 
chill,  dense  darkness  which  comes  before  th< 
dawn.  But  there  was  no  one  there,  no  soun( 
in  the  silent  night,  save  the  moaning  wine 
sweeping  across  the  hills  and  the  flats  of  thi 
wilderness  land  beyond  the  Stikine  valley. 

*  Father,  father,  where  are  you  ?  '  she  cried 
and  her  voice  had  a  note  of  quavering  in  it 
*  Father,  father,  where  are  you  ?  ' 

Benny  came  pattering  across  the  kitchei 
with  bare  feet,  to  stand  beside  her  peering  int( 
the  weird  gloom. 

*  Where  is  he,  Olive  ?  I  can't  see  him, 
queried  the  small  boy,  with  pained  disappoint 
ment  in  his  tone,  as  he  broke  the  hush  of  thi 
strained  hstening. 

*  Olive,  OUve,  come  back  to  your  bed,  mj 
dear,  you  must  have  been  dreaming,*  said  Mrs 
Scarth  gently,  trying  to  draw  poor  shiverin| 
Olive  back  from  the  open  door. 

But  she  would  not  go.  *  Mother,  I  hearc 
him.  It  was  his  voice  that  woke  me  up, 
panted  Olive,  taking  a  step  outside  the  dooi 
and  peering  round  the  corner  of  the  house, 
'  Perhaps  when  he  found  that  we  were  all 
fast  asleep,  he  went  along  to  the  shed,  and  is 
talking  to  Jeff  Morgan ;  the  door  is  a  little  bit 
open,  so  I  will  step  along  and  see.' 

*  You  cannot  go  like  that,  Olive  I  *  cried  her 
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hareTe^U^l^^^^^^^  for  she  had  only  slipped  her 
Dare  fett  into  a  pair  of  slippers,  and  her  white 
ankles  showed  beneath  he^  short  skirt 

1  am  quite  covered  by  this  shawl,  mother 
and  I  coJd  not  keep  father  waiting  whilst  I 
dressed  properly/  she  said,  catching  herbreath 

deaths   rf*.j^w'^'  -^''Ji  y°S  '^'l  '=»*<'•'  y°">- 

Here  comes  Olive,  she  is  n  -..ang     Oh    I 

th^'  ste^^'lV^^l  '""^  has  foundWr'in 
abLt  thplnJi  "*    ^*"f^   excitedly,   dancing 

wav  of  w  1^  ^""^u  ^°  ^^^  *^P^  ^^  her  toes,  by 
way  of  warming  them.  ^ 

But  before  Mrs.  Scarth  had  time  co  renlv 

urgently       Oh,    mother,    come    quick,    come 
quick  I  believe  that  Mr.  Rawson  is  dying  and 

at  Ol^il^T^'  '^^  ^'-  ^^^^^'  ^'^d  clutching 

belwfttff'Jfh   ^1  ^"ght^'^^d.  and  I  don't 
oeueve  that  father  has  come  at  aU,'  sobbed 
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Bluey,  clinging  to  the  bigger  sister  and  sobbin 
dismally. 

*  I  was  sure  that  it  was  father,  because  Oli^ 
never  makes  a  mistake/  said  Benny,  in  a 
aggrieved  tone ;  and  then  he  crept  off  back  t 
his  bed,  because  he  was  afraid  that  if  he  staye 
with  the  others,  he  would  break  down  and  be 
just  like  a  girl. 

*  Oh,  Olive,  poor  man,  he  is  very  low  dowi 
I — ^I  am  afraid  that  we  cannot  pull  him  up,'  sai 
Mrs.  Scarth,  as  she  searched  m  vain  to  find 
pulse  in  the  sick  man's  hmp  wrist. 

*We  must  pull  him  up  somehow,  mothe 
we  must.  Oh,  it  is  dreadful  to  let  him  slip  awa 
like  this  I  *  cried  Olive ;  and  lifting  the  sick  man 
head,  she  began  to  give  him  drops  of  nourisl 
ing  stimulant  from  a  teaspoon. 

At  first  he  did  not  seem  able  to  swallow  i 
then  presently  there  was  a  feeble  gulp,  an 
after  half  an  hour  of  anxious  tending,  tl 
flutter  of  the  pulse  was  distinctly  felt.  Wht 
an  hour  had  passed,  he  had  taken  a  little  wan 
beef  tea,  and  had  lool-ed  up  into  Mrs.  Scarth 
face  with  a  smile,  after  which  he  had  droppe 
into  a  peaceful  sleep. 

Olive  had  slipped  into  the  backgroum 
when  the  sick  man  looked  up  into  her  mother 
face  and  smiled ;  but  when  he  fell  asleep,  sl^ 
came  round  to  the  other  side  of  the  be( 
whispering  urgently,  *  I  will  just  nm  into  tl 
house  and  dress  properly,  then  come  bac 
and  take  care  of  lum,  until  it  is  time  to  ope 
the  store  for  the  day.' 

Mrs.    Scarth    nodded,    but    cast    a   fearfi 
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glance  at  the  comer   whm-c  T.«  m 
stretched  out  on  two  naMri/      ^"'^^  '^^ 
heavily.  Packmg-cases,    snoring 

shI\eT2  in  V^m^lS  '"°*i'?  '^'"^  ' 

^^SLn-'\S^^:^Ve  K 
away  in  a  ereat  hn,^  V«  !i        ^^^  bounded 

Sa^en.i«R^Sgrant-„iatC 

visit  ^^i^^^H'S  -p« 

door.  ^  ^®*   "P   ^'^d    open    the 

aske!Sf%  Jtf  ^*  *^^*  ?eaUy  woke  you.  Olive  ?  » 
tolnd^'tfe''^^^^^^^^  ^^'".\^-*-  *he  houL 

come*  A  lif+i^  i„  *    ,  .  ^®  "  lather  had 

too"4W''ti'^ee'?hT;i-^rL^^^.''-  •>- 
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*  Oh,  that  wretched  Jeff  Morgan  !  *  burst  oir 
Gretchen. 

*  Poor  fellow,  he  will  feel  so  bad  when  hi 
comes  to  himself  again,'  Olive  said  pitifully 
*  And  he  has  watched  so  many  nights  that  h( 
must  be  nearly  worn  out.  I  expect  that  wa 
why  he  gave  way  to  drink  again.  How  I  wisl 
that  we  could  help  him  to  help  himself,  an( 
rise  above  his  temptation.' 

Gretchen  snorted  after  her  favourite  fashioi 
when  anything  displeased  her.  She  was  tirec 
and  cross  with  having  lost  her  night's  rest 
and  was  not  disposed  to  regard  witl 
charity  the  weaknesses  of  any  one.  Moreover 
she  had  been  crying  her  eyes  out  becaus< 
of  the  disappointment  about  her  father.  Im 
probable  as  it  was  that  he  should  arrive  homi 
in  the  middle  of  the  night  after  such  a  journey 
she  had  never  once  doubted  Olive's  cry  tha 
her  father  had  come  home. 

Something  of  this  Olive  understood,  an( 
her  voice  was  caressing  and  tender  when  sh< 
said,  *  Darling,  don't  let  mother  see  that  yoi 
have  been  crying  so  much  when  she  comei 
in :  we  have  got  to  be  brave  for  her  sake  yoi 
know.  I  am  dreadfully  sorry  that  I  upset  yoi 
all.  But  I  am  very,  very  thankful  tha 
something  did  rouse  me.  It  would  have  beei 
so  terrible  for  Jeff  Morgan  if  poor  Mr.  Rawsoi 
had  died  last  night.' 

*  I  will  be  as  cheerful  as  possible  whei 
mother  comes  in,  trust  me,'  said  Gretchen 
nodding  her  head  with  an  air  of  great  deter 
mination ;  and  Olive  hurried  away,  certain  thai 
fihe  would  do  her  best. 
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Then  Mrs.  Scarth  went  back  to  bed    an,! 

^o  mS.T^ir"''  i"  *■•«  "he^wSe  "tSe 
vli^  rf  th/'J^'  "tl  ^'°Y«^  •««*  from  the 
cK  „rl-  ^"^^  *''*  "^^  prostrate  in  the 

Je«°wh«^K'^'^''  ^'^"^  *«  humiliation  of 
Jeff  when  he  came  to  his  senses,  which  wZ 

Str  w Jt^T^  ^y  """J  8on«  to  schS 
^uve  was  busy  m  the  store,  and  even  Mrs 
Scarth  was  momentarily  absent 
He  roused  himself  up  from  the  hard  Dackinfr- 

aSouttr  t^- '^^  J""  i  night,'lnritkfd 
aoout  lum.  trying  to  understand  what  hnH 

happened     Then  suddenly  he  sSggeTe^  to  Ws 

feet,  and  lurched  across  to  the  bed  where  the 

sick  ^man  lay,  an  awful  fear  gripping  a?  hi^ 

But  Anthony  Rawson  lay  sleeping  as  neace- 

Iteid\'o?lh'l5"  ^"P*y  5^P  -  ^e^tabL 
Silf  A  .  •¥  ^"^  suggested  recent  nourish- 
ment, and  outeide  the  door  he  could  see  GrSen 

moving  to  and  frohanging  garments  onac^^^^^^^^^ 

tha?;n"ng.  ^  "^'*^  ''  ^-  ^^y  h--lf 

miS^^i?  ^®  ^r^  ^^^'^  ^S^^»'  these  people  who 
must  know  how  he  had  failed  in  hiV  truTt  ? 
Jeff  thought  not,  and  decided  to  ck^at  ^cV 
before  any  one  encountered  him  in  his  humSS 
tion.  It  was  of  no  use  for  him  to  trv  to  keen 
straight  so  the  sooner  he  went  to^the  S 
Prlf^r*^^  ^^'  ^  concerned.  Watching  until 
Gretchen  went  into  the  house  for  a  fres^lot  o 


iill 


228  A  Girl  of  the  Northland 

clothes,  he  sh'pped  out  of  the  door;  then  twist 
ing  and  doubhng  in  and  out  among  bushes 
sheds,  or  anything  which  was  big  enough  t< 
afford  him  cover,  he  got  away  from  any  dange 
of  an  encounter  with  Mrs.  Scarth  or  Olive 
Then  he  headed  straight  for  Sol  Fry's  shack 
that  being  the  nearest  place  where  he  could  bu] 
li(][uor  to  drown  the  remorse  that  was  nearl; 
dnving  him  wild. 

But  heaven  had  another  chance  to  give  him 
Before  he  reached  Sol  Fry's  shack,  two  me] 
came  hurrying  up  from  the  Point  in  search  0 
him,  and  simply  fell  upon  him  in  their  despei 
ate  need  of  nelp.  A  child  had  been  almos 
burned  to  death  at  a  lone  place,  a  mile  dowi 
the  creek;  the  mother  had  been  also  badl; 
burned  in  trying  to  save  it,  and  the  two  wer" 
lying  imtended,  while  the  man  came  in  searc] 
of  help. 

*  I — ^I  am  not  fit  to  look  after  sick  folks, 
slept  on  duty  last  nisht,  and  a  man  migh 
have  died,  for  I  was  drunk,'  blurted  out  Jel 
in  the  bitterness  of  his  humiliation. 

*  You  come  along  o'  me.  I'll  see  you  don' 
sleep  when  our  Joey  needs  you  to  keej 
awake,'  said  the  poor  distressed  father,  clutch 
ing  at  Jeff,  and  fairly  dragging  him  aloni 
the  trail  to  the  Point. 

*  Yes,  you  go  along,  Jeff  Morgtm,  and  d( 
your  duty  slick  and  straight,  like  a  Britisher, 
said  the  other  man,  who  had  merely  volun 
teered  to  assist  his  distracted  neighbour  in  hii 
search  for  help.  *  Time  enough  to  go  ant 
muddle  your  wits  with  Sol  Fi^'s  bad  Uquoi 
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to  ?J*™,  "b\"°  "*  "«>  »^"i»«  folks 

S  "'^^  y°".  »'  and  fuddle  y^rffw 

wWch  wtooeW^M*"*  "  ^'^O  needed  U« 
H.rt„  tw  PP^    .    *  Morgan  up  to  doina  his 

man  or  a  woman  would  not  have  stirr«l  hi™ 

"">  tke  «t  of  self-loathing  tatoS'^iu 

'nra^£''^>''";.  B"t«  child  wr^ffeJ! 

hi-mseU  tS^f  '™','*?  »  »•"*«•  he  announced 
nimsell  ready  for  what  was  wanted. 

Lome  on  then;  we  can  be  back  m  twentv 

nunutes,  or  less  if  you  are  livdy.'-^Su^  J 

pert,  knowing  little  chap  as  mv  Jbev  i»  An2 

yo^iS'o  ^n™  1°  "^  ""^  ''^  awfSfsoi?^,  S.rk1 
you  into  nowhere,  as  vou  mav  rav  ♦  /•oo«-^  *u 

afflicted  father.  b«akCinto^aS  ^ISTlr.^' 

fcari'fffi  hV^^'.r*''^  °"  Je".  as  tSoJg^ 
f^ng  that  he  might  make  a  ^olt  for  it  even 

td^T^.u^  '%'^-^"'  *^d  wadding  and 
that  sort  of  thing?    No  use  for  you  ti  a et 

home,  and  then  have  to  turn  str  JX  rnn«i 

and  come  back  again  for  th^.»      ^^*  '°^^ 

'  Tji^®  •^''*  *^^"^  ^*  ^^'««»'  gasped  the  man 

when  r^!Z  ""^  *^/?^  *^  put^Sme  oHn 

wnen  1  came  away.    Come  aJonff.  man  com*. 

along  I  say ;  we'4  losing  time^  *    ^* 

On  they  went,  too  fast  now  for  any  breath  to 
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be  wasted  in  talking.  Roland  Heme  kept 
beside  tiiem,  not  because  he  could  be  of  any 
help,  but  just  by  way  of  showing  his  sympathy. 

Just  when  the  two  were  getting  into  the 
boat  to  set  off  down  creek,  Jeff  suddenly 
turned  his  head  and  spoke  to  Roland  Heme. 
*Look  here,  can't  you  go  up  the  hill,  and 
offer  to  sit  up  with  the  sick  stranger  to-night  ? 
He  isn't  much  trouble,  but  Mrs.  Scarth  is 
nea'" '  worn  out,  and  the  girls  are  too  young 
for  that  sort  of  nursing.' 

*  I  might,'  answered  Roland  reflectively. 
•  I  owe  him  something  for  getting  sicker  that 
time  before,  and  sa  -ng  me  from  using  my 
money.  I  offered  ti'-  Lnock  him  up  a  coffin 
for  nothing;  but  as  he  does  not  seem  Hkely  to 
need  that,  why,  I  can  put  in  a  turn  at  sick 
nursing  instead.' 

*  He  came  near  wanting  the  coffin  last 
night,  I  guess,'  muttered  Jeff,  and  then  with  a 
mighty  push  the  boat  was  run  down,  and 
Roland  was  left  on  the  bank,  watching  imtil 
it  disappeared  round  the  bend  in  the  creek. 

To  say  that  Mrs.  Scarth  was  relieved  by 
Jeff's  quiet  departure  was  to  say  very  little. 
She  was  simply  overjoyed  to  find  that  he  was 
gone,  and  that  she  was  spared  the  necessity  of 
scolding  him. 

Anthony  Rawson  was  better  this  morning, 
and  although  weak  as  an  infant,  was  able  tc 
smile  up  into  her  anxious  face,  with  a  content 
which  was  mute  witness  to  his  freedom  fron 
pain. 

Olive  had  just  served  three  customers  on< 
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after  another,  and  had  told  herself  th.at  business 
was  very  brisk  indeed,  when  in  sauntered 
Roland  Herne,  and  sat  himself  down  upon 
a  flour  barrel ;  while  a  fourth  customer  made 
anxious  choice  between  canned  herrings  and 
tomatoes,  and  a  new  sort  of  canned  beef, 
warranted  clean  and  pure  in  the  packing. 

'What  can  I  do  for  you,  Mr,  Heme?* 
asked  Olive,  when  the  corned  beef  had  won 
the  day  and  the  purchaser  had  departed. 
Four  people  before  noon  was  a  record  number 
of  buyers  in  these  times  of  slump,  and  every 
one  of  them  had  more  than  a  mile  to  come  to 
the  store. 

*  I  was  wondering  what  you  would  be  willing 
to  let  that  place  of  Ezra  Pratt's  for  ?  '  Roland 
held  his  head  on  one  side,  and  peered  at  her 
as  if  he  had  come  to  drive  a  very  hard  bargain 
indeed. 

Olive  hf  :^  id.  The  rent  of  the  store  would 
be  a  serious  drain  upon  her;  but  on  the  other 
hand,  what  was  she  to  do  for  a  shelter  for  the 
animals  during  the  long  months  of  winter? 
*I  should  be  very  glad  to  let  anyone  have 
It  at  the  rent  that  I  pay,  Mr.  Heme,*  she 
replied.  *  Only  the  trouble  is  that  I  do  not 
know  where  to  keep  the  cow  and  the  pigs  in 
the  cold  weather.  The  snow  may  be  down 
upon  us  before  Mr.  Rawson  is  able  to  leave  the 
shed,  and  of  course  the  creatures  must  be 
housed.* 

Roland  gazed  about  him  dubiouslv,  as  if  he 
really  could  not  make  up  his  mind;  then  he 
remarked  in  a  casual  sort  of  t^ne,  *  The  hotel 
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contractor  wrote  to  me  last  week,  that  he*d 
sell  any  of  the  hotel  stuff  at  half  cost  price.  1 
could  nm  you  up  a  lean-to  alons  the  south 
wall  of  this  bam ;  then  you  would  have  youi 
animals  handy,  and  not  have  to  dig  through 
six  feet  of  snow  when  you  wanted  to  go  and 
milk.* 

Olive's  face  lightened.  *  What  a  verv  good 
idea  !  May  I  talk  to  mother  about  it  f  Then 
I  will  send  Benny  down  with  a  note  or  a 
message  this  evemng.' 

*  No  need  to  send  the  boy  down,  I  shall  be 
up  again  this  evening,'  he  said,  getting  off  the 
barrd  and  turning  as  if  to  go;  then  looking 
back  he  said  in  a  casual  tone,  *  I  promised 
Jeff  Morgan  that  I  would  sit  up  with  your  sick 
stranger  to-night.  Jeff  will  have  hus  hands 
too  full  for  a  few  days  to  show  up  here.  That 
young  imp,  Joey  Mullins,  had  got  himself  pretty 
oadly  burned,  and  Jeff  has  gone  over  to  try 
and  save  him  if  he  can.' 

'  Oh,  poor  Joey,  I  am  sorry  for  him  I  ' 
exclaimed  Olive ;  and  then  her  colour  heightened 
as  she  said  nervously,  *  It  is  very  kind  of  you 
to  offer  to  sit  up  with  Mr.  Rawson,  but  I  think 
that  mother  and  I  can  manage,  thank  you.' 

Roland  waved  his  hand  in  an  airy  sort  of 
fashion,  but  stuck  to  his  point  with  a  deter- 
mination which  showed  that  he  meant  to 
carry  it  through.  *  I've  settled  it  with  Jeff, 
and  having  given  my  word,  of  course  I  shall 
come.'  Then  without  giving  Olive  any  more 
chance  of  objecting,  he  nodded  briefly  and 
disappeared.    Olive  was  left  wondering  whether 
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*®  1*^^!*.*°'  ^^  ^^^  **"s  sudden  and  unex- 
pected lifting  of  a  very  heavy  burden. 

The  thought  of  the  watches,  night  after 
lught  in  the  shed.  untU  the  invalid  should  be 
strong  enough  to  fend  for  himself,  had  been 
■onjjthmg  like  a  nightmare  to  her. 

That  evening,  when  Bluey  and  Benny  came 
home  from  school,  they  were  brim  full  of  aU 
sorts  of  happenings;  and  among  the  rest,  they 
told  of  how  the  Indian  and  lus  squaw,  who 
were  still  m  the  neighbourhood,  had  tried  to 
sell  some  gold  at  Sol  Fry's  saloon,  but  the 
man  from  Alaska,  chancing  in  just  then,  had 
said  that  It  was 'false  hope*  gold,  like  that 
which  had  come  down  creek  in  Jacob  Scarth's 
canoe,  so  no  one  would  give  them  money  for  it. 

*i.         ^^^  *^™®  *^®  Indian  woman  came  into 
the  store  to  purchase  tobacco,   Olive  refused 
money,  and  asked  for  'gold  dirt,'  which  was 
the  term  by  which  the  raw  material  was  known. 
At  first  the  squaw  shook  her  head,  as  if  unable 
to  understand.    But  Olive  tried  again    and 
again,  until  presently  with  a  chuckle  the  red 
woman  puUed  the  papoose  bag  round  in  front 
Of   her,    and    fumbling    among   its    contents, 
produced  a  lump  of  earth  wrapped  up  in  a  rag. 
It  was  the  same  sort  of  earth,  veined,  and 
streaked  with  yeUow,  that  Olive  had  found  in 
the  canoe,  and  her  fingers  trembled  when  she 
touched  It.  while  there  was  a  singing  noise  in 
faer  ears,  and  her  heart  seemed  to  beat  at  a 
tremendous  rate. 

*  Where  did  you  get  this  from  ? '  she  asked 
eagerly. 
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But  the  squaw  shook  her  head  in  a  vague 
fashion,  as  if  the  question  were  beyond  her. 

OUve  had  foreseen  this,  and  was  prepared 
for  it.  With  a  swift  movement,  she  unfolded 
a  length  of  printed  cotton  in  gorgeous  hues, 
scarlet,  blue,  and  green,  and  draped  it  effec- 
tively round  her  shoulders. 

*  See,  this  beautiful  thing  is  yours  if  I  may 
know  where  to  get  more  Uke  that,'  she  said 
slowly,  pointing  to  the  gold  dirt,  and  helping 
out  her  words  with  gestures. 

The  squaw  gasped,  permitted  herself  a  low 
chuckle,  then  threw  a  glance  over  her  shoulder 
to  make  sure  that  there  was  no  one  within 
earshot,  hesitated  and  was  lost. 

*  Three  days  on  snow-shoes  beyond  the  great 
morasses,  when  the  frost  is  hard  and  strong, 
are  caves,  big  caves,  and  they  are  fiUed  with 
the  yellow  gold  like  this,*  was  the  substance  of 
what  she  said;  then  clutching  at  the  gaudy 
rag,  she  fairly  bolted  from  the  store,  leaving 
Olive  to  wonder  why  her  father  had  stayed  so 
long,  whether  he  had  found  the  caves,  and 
whether  indeed  it  was  he  who  had  come  by 
his  end  on  the  lonely  shores  of  Lake  Tayu. 
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CHAPTER  THE   SIXTEENTH 
The  Story  of  the  Quest 

The  first  snow  had  come,  a  blinding,  be- 
wildering smother  of  white  dust,  lasting  for 
three  days  and  nights.  Then  the  wind  dropped, 
the  fall  ceased,  and  the  sim  came  out  gloriously. 

The  frost  was  not  yet  keen  enough  to  shut 
up  the  waterways,  and  the  snow  was  not  hard 
enough  to  lie  firmly,  so  for  a  few  days  everyone 
had  to  be  very  uncomfortable.  Houses  ill- 
provided  with  stores  had  to  go  without  com- 
forts, or  even  necessities  of  Te,  until  paths 
could  be  packed  through  the  soft  white  dust. 

Olive  had  the  instincts  of  a  business  woman, 
and  was  not  long  in  turning  the  snow  difficulty 
to  useful  account.  Roland  Heme  had  made 
her  a  pair  of  snow-shoes  in  readiness  for  the 
first  fall,  and  with  Gretchen*s  help  she  soon 
had  a  good  trail,  firmly  packed,  out  to  the 
nearest  houses,  where  there  were  women  and 
httle  children.  Then  she  took  orders  and 
dehvered  goods,  carrying  the  store  to  the 
customers,  because  the  customers  could  not 
come  to  the  store.  It  was  fortunate  for  her 
that  Redway  Falls  had  been  a  great  place  for 
snow-shoeing,  and  that  by  dint  of  much  prac- 
tice, she  had  grown  very  expert  last  winter. 

The  people  in  Orsay  were  mostly  new-comers, 
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who  had  arrived  in  the  boom-time,  and  had  re- 
mained, living  on  what  they  had  made,  until 
the  spring  should  show  them  a  fresh  chance  of 
earning  their  Uving.  Many  of  them  had  never 
spent  a  winter  so  far  north  before.  Of  course 
these  had  their  experience  to  buy,  and  in  most 
cases  the  price  was  a  heavy  one. 

The  miserable  little  wooden  houses  were 
too  flimsy  to  keep  out  the  blasts,  sweeping 
straight  down  from  the  North  Pole,  and  for 
these  abodes  there  was  no  remedy  save  banking, 
which  is  burying  them  in  snow  up  to  the  top 
f^ingle,  so  that  only  the  chimney  is  left 
visible  sticking  out  of  the  heap.^ 

As  there  could  be  no  school  in  those  first 
days  of  snow,  Bluey  and  Benny  were  hard  at 
work  helping  Gretchen  to  pack  the  snow  about 
the  house,  the  shed,  and  the  bam  where 
the  store  was  being  kept.  They  had  helped 
their  father  to  do  it  last  year,  and  so  considered 
themselves  quite  expert  at  the  business. 

Olive  had  a  helper  now  in  the  Indian  squaw, 
who  came  daily  to  do  a  man's  work,  in  order  to 
earn  the  money  for  tobacco  which  her  lord 
and  master  smoked  as  he  lounged  in  the  sun- 
shine. 

The  squaw  had  a  name  which  meant  a  tall 
pine  tree,  so  the  Scarths  called  her  Mrs.  Tall 
Pine,  which  pleased  her  mightily.  Her  husband, 
who  answered  to  the  name  of  Jerry,  was  a 
Shawnigan  Indian,  but  she  had  come  from 
the  wigwams  of  the  far  distant  Quamichan 
tribe.  Her  honesty  was  not  above  reproach,  but 
she  was  not  to  be  beaten  at  hard  work,  and 
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served  Olive  like  a  dog,  or  a  horse,  in  the  hope 
of  one  day  possessing  some  more  of  the  gay 
prmted  stuff  which  Olive  dispensed  as  reward 
for  special  services. 

Anthony  Rawson  had  so  far  recovered  as  to 
be  able  to  leave  his  bed  for  a  few  hours  each 
day,  to  sit  by  the  stove,  which  had  been  put 
mto  the  shed  when  the  weather  grew  colder. 
He  was  at  present  only  the  wreck  of  a  man, 
tlun  as  a  skeleton,  and  lame  from  the  stiffness 
left  by  his  broken  leg.  This  would  probably 
not  have  been  so  bad  if  Jeff  Morgan  had  been 
able  to  come  and  attend  to  the  limb  in  the 
earlier  days  of  convalescence.  But  Jeff  was 
away  at  Wemside,  doing  a  hero's  work  in  a 
small-pox  outbreak  among  the  miners.  A 
doctor  had  been  fetched  from  thirty  miles 
away,  but  he  could  not  stay;  and  finding  that 
Jeff  was  equal  to  the  needs  of  the  situation, 
he  had  left  him  in  charge  of  the  four  cases. 

Roland  Heme  still  came  to  sleep  in  the  shed 
at  mght,  and  look  after  the  invalid,  who 
protested  at  being  coddled,  and  might  even 
have  shaken  off  the  shackles  of  kindness  and 
care.  But  for  the  present  his  means  had  come 
to  an  end,  and  he  was  for  the  time  practically 
destitute.  He  had  written  to  England,  and 
imtil  the  reply  came  to  his  letters,  he  had  not 
the  wherewithal  to  set  forth  again  upon  that 
quest  of  his  which  had  so  long  made  him  a 
wanderer. 

Olive  came  ghding  up  the  hill  on  snow- 
sho^,  skimming  along  at  a  tremendous  pace, 
her  face  glowing  with  exercise  and  good  health. 
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while  only  the  wistful  look  in  her  eyes  bore 
witness  to  the  sorrow  that  lay  behind. 

Gretchen  and  the  children  were  plying  their 
task  of  banking  the  house  with  great  vigour 
and  much  shouting.  And  peeping  into  the 
kitchen,  Olive  saw  her  mother  sitting  in  the 
rocking-chair,  wrapped  in  a  shawl,  and  appar- 
ently dozing. 

*  No  need  to  rouse  her  yet  awhile.  I  will  go 
and  make  np  Mr.  Rawson's  fire,  and  see  if  he 
wants  anjrthing,'  Olive  miumured  to  herself,  as 
she  withdrew  in  a  noiseless  fashion,  softly 
dosing  the  door  behind  her. 

The  shed  had  already  been  banked,  and  the 
interior  felt  beautifully  warm  and  cosy  when 
Olive  entered.  The  window  had  been  cun- 
ningly built  round  with  snow,  and  a  thin  layer 
of  ice  carefully  fixed  at  a  foot  distant  from  the 
glass  to  make  a  double  window,  thus  allowing 
the  light  to  come  in,  even  though  the  view 
was  obstructed. 

Anthony  Rawson  was  sitting  in  a  chair, 
which  Olive  and  Gretchen  had  improvised 
out  of  packins-cases  and  bacon-sacks ;  and 
he  began  to  pml  himself  out  of  it  when  Olive 
knocked  at  the  door,  then  entered  with  an 
armful  of  firewood. 

*  Please,  please  don't  rise  on  my  account,' 
she  said  hastily,  trying  to  wave  him  back  to 
the  chair,  and  dropping  half  her  wood  in  the 
process.  This  display  of  awkwardness  made 
her  cross ;  she  was  always  troubled  with  self- 
consciousness  in  his  presence,  and  the  result 
would  have  been  to  make  her  avoid  him  alto- 
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gether,  but  for  the  necessity  there  was  for  her 
to  lighten  her  mother's  burdens  as  much  as 
possible. 

*  But  it  does  me  good  to  get  up,  and  in  a 
lew  days  now  I  am  going  to  make  acquaint- 
ance with  the  outside  world  again,'  he  said 
slowly  and  feebly,  while  he  stood  with  droop- 
ing shoulders  watching  Olive's  quick,  capable 
hands  building  up  the  fire. 

A  great  pity  for  him  stirred  in  her  heart.  He 
was  so  long  in  getting  well,  and  she  knew  that 
It  was  because  he  wanted  strengthening  medi- 
cine and  food  of  a  more  dainty  kind  than 
could  be  obtained  in  Orsay.  But  they  had 
given  him  of  their  best,  often  eating  ther  own 
bread  dry  that  he  might  have  butter,  and 
more  than  this  it  was  not  possible  to  do. 

You  are  not  feeling  so  well  to-day,  I  am 
afraid,  she  said  kindly,  the  pity  m  her  heart 
shmmg  m  her  eyes,  and  vibrating  through  her 
voice,  until  it  stirred  his  pulses,  causing  his 
heart  to  beat  with  quite  painful  violence. 

I  am  no  worse,'  he  answered  brusquely. 
his  tone  harsh  because  of  his  difficulty  in 
steadying  it.  *  But  I  am  afraid  that  I  shall  not 
get  much  stronger  until  I  am  up  and  doinc 
again.'  ^  ^ 

*  What  is  it  that  you  want  to  be  doing  ?' 
she  asked,  standing  erect  and  strong  by  the 
glo^ng  stove,  and  looking  down  upon  him  • 
for  he  had  subsided  into  the  chair  again,  as  if 
too  feeble  to  remain  longer  upon  his  feet. 
♦1,  JV^^^^  you  care  to  hear  about  what  it  is 
that  I  have  to  do  ?'  he  asked,  making  a  sudden 
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resolution  to  confide  in  her  the  story  which 
he  had  told  in  full  to  no  one  else  during  his 
long  wandering  in  the  great  Dominion. 

*  Yes,  indeed  I  should'  she  answered  briffhtly, 
understanding  that  it  might  do  him  all  the 
good  in  the  world  to  talk  to  someone  of  the 
cause  which  had  made  him  a  wanderer  hurry- 
ing  from  town  to  town,  and  which  he  had  been 
wont  to  speak  of  in  his  hours  of  delirium  as 
•  The  hopeless,  never-ending  search.' 

*  Sit  down  then:  you  are  too  far  away  to  be 
talked  to  when  you  are  standing  up,*  he  said, 
with  a  wistful  pleading  that  she  could  not  with- 
stand ;  so  drawing  a  ]^x  forward,  she  sat  down 
upon  it,  thankful  for  a  brief  rest  after  hours  of 
going  to  and  fro  in  the  snow. 

•Will  that  do  better?*  she  asked  witn  a 
laugh,  throwing  back  the  big  woollen  muffler 
in  wMch  she  was  swathed,  and  dragging  the 
thick  cap  from  the  shining  masses  of  her 
hair. 

*  Much  better,*  he  said,  with  an  approving 
nod;  then  his  face  grew  grave,  settling  into 
haggard  lines,  and  his  voice  had  a  harsh  ring 
when  he  plung^  into  the  story.  *  I  am  hunting 
for  my  brother.  It  is  nearly  two  years  now 
since  I  came  to  Canada  to  find  him,  and  I  have 
been  on  his  track  a  score  of  times,  always  to  be 
disappointed  in  the  end.  Sometimes  I  have 
overrun  the  trail,  and  then  have  had  to  spend 
weeks  in  harking  back,  to  pick  it  up  again. 
Twice  I  did  that  in  the  back  lands  of  Ontario, 
but  that  was  last  year,  and  soon  after  I  first 
came.    Then  I  heard  of  his  coming  west,  and 
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I  was  only  three  weeks  behind  him  in  passinff 
ihrough  Winnipeg/  '^      ^ 

*  But  how  did  you  know  ?  '  denumded  Olive, 
m  surprise.  Her  own  memories  of  Winnipeg 
were  of  monster  crowds,  whirimg  confusion, 
with  a  general  rush  and  crush  which  would  make 
It  next  to  impossible  to  find  anyone,  even  if  he 
had  been  missed  only  a  few  minutes  before. 

*  I  came  upon  a  man  who  had  known  Jules 
Weblmg  in  England,  and  he  happened  to  men- 
tion having  seen  him  at  the  dep6t  only  three 
weeks  before,  boarding  a  train  for  Vancouver 
City.* 

*  Jules  Webling,  was  he  your  brother?' 
asked  Ohve,  starting  up  with  a  sort  of  disgusted 
astonishment  upon  her  face. 

*  No,  no,  of  course  not.  Cyijl  is  my  brother, 
Cyril  Rawson,  but  he  and  Jules  were  chums. 
I  never  saw  the  man  but  once,  and  then  I 
didn't  like  hun.  Cyril  and  I  had  the  row  of 
our  lives  about  the  fellow,  but  it  was  of  no  use, 
and  I  had  better  have  kept  my  opinion  to  my- 
self, for  it  served  no  purpose  only  to  make  a 
breach  between  us,*  said  Anthony  Rawson  with 
a  sigh ;  then  he  went  on  hurriedly  as  if  to  get  an 
unpleasant  busmess  over—*  Cyril  was  cashier 
in  Uncle  Charlie's  office,  and  he  embezzled  a 
large  sum  of  money,  and  bolted  with  Jules 
Webhng  1  * 

Oh,  how  truly  dreadful  for  you  I  *  cried  Olive, 
her  face  blanching  out  of  pure  sympathy  for 
this  man  in  his  trouble,  that  was  so  much 
harder  than  anything  which  she  herself  had 
had  to  bear. 
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*  It  was  bad  for  Uncle  Charlie,  poor  old  man ; 
he  just  doted  on  Cyril,  and  the  blow,  coming 
as  it  did  when  he  was  in  feeble  health,  killed 
him.  I  was  at  Oxford  at  the  time,  and  he  sent 
for  me  to  receive  his  dying  instruetions,  which 
were  to  throw  up  eveiything  and  search  for 
Cyril — to  know  no  rest  and  no  peace  until  I 
found  him.* 

*  That  was  hard  for  you,*  commented  Olive 
crisply. 

fc  *  It  meant  the  glvin£|  up  of  everything  that  I 
cared  for  in  life,*  said  the  invalid  bitterly. 
*  My  university  career,  my  professional  chances, 
and  the  good  wiU  of  my  poor  old  aimts.* 

*  But  why  ?  *  Olive's  eyebrows  went  up  in 
question,  for  if  the  uncle  sent  him  forth  on 
such  a  quest,  why  should  the  aunts  object  ? 

Anthony  Rawson  smiled  as  he  said,  *  Ah, 
I  was  plainly  not  cut  out  for  a  novelist,  for  I 
don*t  fit  the  pieces  of  my  story  in  at  the  places 
where  they  ought  to  go.  Cyril  and  I  have 
been  orphans  ever  since  I  was  two  years  old. 
He  was  brought  up  by  Uncle  Charlie,  a  Lon- 
don merchant,  ana  my  father's  only  brother; 
while  I  was  reared  by  my  mother's  two  maiden 
sisters,  Lydia  and  Eliza  Willyer,  very  aristo- 
cratic old,  ladies,  who  hate  the  word  trade, 
and  could  never  be  brought  to  lode  upon  Uncle 
Charlie  as  a  social  equal,  because  he  bought 
and  sold  for  a  living.  They  gave  me  the  best 
education  in  their  power,  and  sent  me  to  Oxford, 
so  it  is  not  wonderful  that  they  hated  the 
thought  of  my  quest,  and  threatened  to  dis- 
inherit me  if  I  persisted  in  it.' 
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•  That,  too,  must  have  been  hard  for  you. 
Still  you  had  given  your  word ;  besides,  it  was 
your  brother  you  had  to  fcarch  for,  and  so  you 
had  no  choice  but  to  go,'  Olive  broke  in,  with  a 
sympathetic  understanding  of  the  difficulties. 
;  I  am  glad  that  you  think  I  did  right,'  he 
said,  with  more  hope  in  his  tone ;  then  he  went 
on,     *The  circumstances  were  peculiar,  and 
maybe  it  was  pride  ranged   on   the   side  of 
brotherly  affection  which  helped  to  send  me 
forth.     Cyril  had  embezzled  the  old   man's 
money ;  Uncle  Charlie  forgave  him  in  the  end, 
«id  sent  me  out  to  find  and  bring  him  back. 
But  I  did  not  understand  the  true  reason  of  the 
sending,  until  my  uncle  was  dead  and  his  will 
was  read.    Then  I  found  that  there  had  been  a 
time,  after  discovering  what  Cyril  had  done, 
when  Uncle   Charlie  had  been    very    bitter 
against  him,  for  he  had  dismherited  him  in  my 
favour  if  he  did  not  come  back  in  three  years. 
So,  you  see,  I  had  no  choice  but  to  come  and 
find  him,  for  I  could  not  stay  at  I^ome,  to  be 
enriched  at  his  expense.' 

*No,  of  course  not,'  said  Olive,  her  tone 
vague  as  if  she  were  thinking  of  something  else. 
Then  she  burst  out,     *  But  why  should  Cyril 
have  troubled  to  embezzle  his  uncle's  money 
if  he  was  going  to  inherit  it  ? ' 

•  He  was  in  gambling  difficulties,'  replied  the 
mvahd.  In  reality  Cyril  hated  trade,  almost  as 
violently  as  my  aunts.  He  wanted  to  be  an 
artist,  but  Uncle  Charlie  would  not  hear  of  it  • 
so  Cyril  had  to  go  to  the  city,  perch  on  a  stooi 
at  a  high  desk,  and  add  up  columns  of  figures 
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ag  long  at  his  arm,  when  he  wanted  to  be 
ftudying  art  in  Parii  and  Rome.  Having 
been  thwarted  in  one  thing,  he  chose  to  defy 
Uncle  Charlie  in  another.  The  old  man  hated 
any  and  every  form  of  gambling,  and  having 
once  caught  Cyril  plunging  on  the  Derby, 
threatened  to  cut  him  off  with  a  shilhng  if  he 
ever  did  it  again.  Then  Cyril,  who  seem  ;d  to 
be  a  bom  gambler,  became  mixed  up  with 
Jules  Webling,  who  was  sharper,  tnckster, 
and  thief;  my  poor  brother  got  hopelessly  m- 
yolved,  and  disaster  was  the  result. 
^  •  It  is  horribly  sad  1  *  said  Ohve  with  a  "hiver, 
her  face  looking  suddenly  grey  and  pinched, 
as  if  the  story  had  gripped  her  emotions. 

*  Yes,  it  is  sad  when  a  life  gets  nuned  hke 
that,*  the  mvaUd  answered.  *  Cyril  was  clever 
too.  The  genius  of  the  famUy.  I  had  to 
plod  for  evenrthmg  I  did,  but  he  was  fairly 
brilliant  in  afi  he  undertook.  It  was  I  who 
ought  to  have  been  sent  to  sit  at  a  high  desk  m 
a  aty  office,  while  he  should  have  been  brought 
up  by  his  aristocratic  aunts,  and  turned  into 
a  gentleman  for  good  and  all.  It  is  a  pity 
that  the  characteristics  of  a  child  are  not 
written  in  plain  EngUsh  on  the  '-utside  of  lum, 
and  then  perhaps  there  would  be  fewer  mis- 
takes made.*  ,_   ,      . 

*  Oh,  dear,  I  don't  tuink  that  would  do  at 
all  I  *  laughed  Olive.  *  In  such  a  case  circum- 
Btances  would  have  no  chance  to  mould  us; 
and  then  you  know  the  great  charm  of  life  is 
its  unexpectedness.* 

*  Humph,  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that  I     oD- 
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jected  the  invalid,  •  but  perliAps  I  have  been 
unfortunate  in  my  expenence,  for  the  unex- 
pected things  that  have  fallen  to  my  lot  have 
been   very   much  the   reverse  of  charming. 
Take  my  journey  to  Dawson  for  instance. 
Last  spnng,Just  when  the  ice  was  beginning  to 
break  up  JT  got  on  the  trail  of  Cyril  again. 
Not  Jules  Webhng  this  time,  only  Cyril.    And 
I  found  that  about  a  year  before  he  had  gone 
off  m  a  coast  steamer,  prospecting  for  gold. 
1  boarded  the  steamer,  which  was  the  Pluck, 
and  discovered  that  the  captain  remembered 
Cyril;  he  even  showed  me  a  charcoal  sketch 
on  the  wall  of  the  cabin  which  Cyril  had  done. 
I  came  as  far  as  Redway  Falls  on  the  Pluck; 
but  when  we  landed  there,  I  heard  the  captain 
caU  out  that  he  had  a  paitJd  for  Mr.  Jules 
Webhng,  so  I  suddenly  resolved  to  stay  and 
see  that  individual  for  myself,  to  a*avv/ver,  if  I 
could,  what  had  become  of  Cyril.* 

*  So  that  was  your  reason  for  letting  the 
boat  go  without  you  I  *  exclaimed  Olive,  but 
he  only  bowed  his  head  and  continued— 

Although  I  watched  for  him,  he  did  not 
come,  and  next  morning  I  went  out  to  search 
for  the  place  where  he  lived.  They  told  me 
at  the  store  that  he  was  a  hired  man  on  an  onion 

?7^*  U**^^  ****  1^^^  *>^*  I  did  not  find 
Jules.  Then  when  the  dogs  had  been  set  at 
me,  wid  I  had  gashed  my  face  until  it  bled 
in  extncatmg  myself  from  a  bramble  thicket 
at  the  omon  place,  a  burly  man,  who  was  I 
suppose  the  master,  told  me  that  Juks  had  set 
off  only  the  day  before  for  Dawson,  where  he 
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was  to  rejoin  a  chum  who  had  gone  on  before.' 

*  I  don't  think  that  was  quite  true/  Baid 
Olive,  shaking  her  head.  *  I  saw  Mr.  Weblins 
that  morning  early,  but  he  was  very  mucE 
wrapped  up  about  the  face  and  head,  so  pe^ 
haps  lie  was  starting  then.  George  Fost'  wai 
never  very  great  at  making  exact  statements.' 

'Meaning  the  onion  man?'  esked  the  in- 
valid. 

Olive  nodded.    She  was  wondering  why  the 

Fosters  should  have  troubled  to  set  their  dogs 

at  an  unoffending  stranger,  and  also  why  it 

, should  have  suited  George  Foster  to  give  a 

false  impression. 

*  Then  T  came  back  to  the  village,  to  make 
arrange  it  tents  for  going  overland  to  catch  up 
with  the  Pluck  at  Fort  Simpson,'  went  on  the 
invalid;  *but  hearing  of  the  trouble  at  the 
schoolhouse,  I  stayed  to  do  what  I  could  there, 

foing  off  with  a  guide  next  morning  at  dawn, 
caught  up  with  the  Pltu^,  but  I  did  not  over- 
haul Jules'  Webling ;  and  when  I  went  on  to 
Dawson,  it  was  to  find  that  I  had  again  over- 
run the  trail,  and  lost  every  trace  of  Cyril.' 

*  How  desperately  trying  for  you ! '  cried 
Olive,  who  was  wondering  with  much  secret 
shame  that  she  could  ever  have  suspected  this 
man  of  condescending  to  mean  thievery. 

*  Most  things  have  been  trying,'  he  an- 
swered ;  then  went  on,  *  I  waited  at  Dawson 
until  I  was  tired.  Then  as  neither  Cyril  nor 
Jules  turned  up,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  spend 
the  summer  in  doing  a  little  prospecting  on  my 
own  account,  intending  tx>  go  back  to  Dawson 
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before  the  fall,  to  see  if  there  should  be  any 
news  of  Cyrn  by  that  time.  A  rumour  came 
of.  great  gold  finds  on  the  PeUy  River;  and 
iommg  forces  with  an  Irishman  who  had  been 
for  a  year  on  the  Klondyke,  we  eet  out.  But  my 
search  for  jfold  was  no  more  successful  than 
my  quest  of  my  brother.  From  the  Pelly  we 
wandered  by  Indian  trail  across  to  Lake  Ta-u 

fmnP^'"'  V*'^*.  ""^  *?*^  Irishman,  had  heard 
from  some  Indians  of  vast  caves  lined  with 
gold  m  the  hilly  country  stretching  out  from 
the  southern  end  of  the  lake.* 

Toii^  D-  ^^^y  T^*  *?  *^®  *^v<*s  o'  which  Mrs. 
Tall  Pine  spoke,  three  days  on  snow-shoes 
beyond  the  great  morasses.'  said  Olive  drearily 
1  he  very  mention  of  the  great  morasses  made 
her  turn  cold  and  shiver,  for  she  thought  of 
that  wild  desert  m  which  her  father  must  have 
found  his  grave.  She  still  hoped  with  her 
lips,  but  despite  her  brave  talk  of  her  father's 
return,  she  had  ceased  to  expect  him. 

We  made  a  raft  to  do  the  journey  down  the 
lake.' went  on  Anthony  Rawson.  *0'ReUwas 
^eat  at  that  sort  of  thing,  and  we  shipped 

For  two  days  it  wasn't  at  all  bad  travelling 
tr«lfli"°*  «f.  along  very  fast,  but  it  was  easy 
travelling,  and  If  we  had  only  been  wise  enough 
to  hug  the  shore,   the  great  disaster  might 

ftr.w?  r^^^^^-  ^^^^^^'^g  ^  wide  b^  on 
the  third  day.   a  terrific  storm   sprang^  ud 

o?  i?^AVn^  '*^?^*^  ^^^  ^^^  began^FSsi 
tht  ^1?'"  ^r^A  '^^'^  P^'  belsts  off  to 
lighten    the    raft.     Bah,    i^    was    sickening^ 
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I  never  realized  what  a  coward  I  was  w^ 
that  mmute,  and  I  would  rather  have  been 
drowned  myself  than  see  those  poor  creatures 
strucslinff  in  the  water.'  .,11-    m 

» fion^talk  about  it,  don%  you  will  be  ^ 
acain.'  urged  GUve,  for  the  invahd  had  covered 
ffsface  with  his  hands,  as  if  even  now  he 
could  not  bear  to  think  of  that  hornble  scene. 
*  There  isn't  much  more,  and  perhaps  when 
I  have  told  it  out,  it  won't  haunt  my  dreams 
so  badly,'  he  said,  lookmg  up  and  trying  to 
smile,  though  his  thm  face  worfeed  convulsively. 
*,  When  the  mules  were  gone,  we  ttoew  over 
the  stores  bit  by  bit;  and  I  tell  you  it  is  awhd 
to  throw  away  all  that  makes  We  Possible, 
just  for  a  chance  of  savmg  hfe  itself.    Inen 
without  any  warning  the  raft  tipped,   and 
O'Rell  went  screaming  to  his  doom,    it  was 
dark  by  that  time,  cfid  I  teU  you?    And  it 
was  the  most  awful  expenence  I  have  ever 
Uved  through.    I  don't  know  why  I  w^  t 
drowned,  and  I  can  only  suppose  that  it  was 
because  my  time  had  not  come.    We  «re  aU 
immortal  until  then,  you  know.    In  the  dark 
I  headed  for  what  I  thought  was  the  shore,  and 
reached  it  too.    Luckily  the  night  was  warm 
and  not  very  long,  and  when  morning  came 
I  was  fflad  to  be  aUve,  although  I  had  wished 
myself  dead  from  sheer  misery  many  times 
dimng  the  night.  Two  days  I  w^dered,  hying 
on  S^atoon  berries,  and  anything  else  that 
I  could  find;  then  I  came  upon  the  CMioe  with 
the  dead  man,  and  you  know  the  rest,  he  said, 
coming  to  the  end  of  his  story  with  a  sudden 
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gasp,  as  if  strength  for  the  telling  had  come  to 
an  end  too. 

*  Oh,  how  thoughtless  of  me  to  let  you  tire 
yourself  so  badly  1 '  cried  Olive,  noting  with 
alarm  the  ghastly  whiteness  of  his  face  and  the 
blueness  of  his  lips.  Then  she  made  haste  to 
warm  him  some  soup,  stood  over  him  until  he 
had  swallowed  the  last  mouthful,  and  then 
left  him  with  a  strict  injunction  to  go  to  sleep. 

She  had  hardly  closed  the  door  of  the  shed 
behind  her,  when  Gretchen  came  flying  out  of 
the  house  in  a  state  of  wild  excitement. 

'  Olive,  Olive,  we  have  been  looking  for  you 
everywhere ;  Roland  Heme  has  just  come  up 
from  the  Point,  and  he  has  brought  our  mail 
with  his  own.  There  is  a  tremendously  long 
letter  from  Dora ;  we  haven't  read  it  yet,  but 
the  very  first  sentence  says  that  she  has  found 
out  who  stole  your  letter.' 

A  sudden  dizziness  seized  upon  Olive,  and 
the  secret  chill  at  her  heart  grew  into  icy  cold. 
What  would  the  knowledge  avail  now,  if  her 
father  were  really  dead  ? 


CHAPTER  THE  SEVENTEENTH 
Dora  as  Detective 

Dora  was  contriving  to  have  a  very  good 
time  indeed,  and  if  it  had  not  been  for  the 
drawback  of  having  to  spend  five  or  six  hours 
every  day  in  the  stuffy  new  schoolhouse,  teach- 
ing stupid  children  with  bad  colds  in  their  heads 
things  they  did  not  want  to  know,  she  would 
have  been  entirely  happy  and  content. 

Of  course  there  was  the  uncertainty  ol  ner 
father's  fate  hanging  always  Uke  a  black  doud 
m  the  background.    But  she  was  plulosophic 
and  argued  that  all  the  fretting  m  the  world 
could  not  mend  matters,  and  therefore  it  was 
of  no  earthly  good  to  wrinkle  her  face  and  cry 
her  eyes  out  alout  it.    Her  heart  used  to  pve 
sickemng  thumps  and  throbs  every  time  the 
mail  came  in,  but  after  one  glance  at  the  home 
letters,  and  a  two  minutes'  pMig  of  sick  despair, 
she  was  herself  again,  dimphng  and  smilmg, 
with  gracious  words  for  everyone  ;  so  that  it 
would  have  taken  a  very  astute  person  indeed 
to  find  a  hearteche  of  any  sort  Imgering  there. 

But  behind  all  hev  joUity  and  fnvohty.  Dora 
carried  a  purpose  rigidly  formed,  and  stnctly 
adhered  to.  She  meant  to  discover  who  it 
was  that  had  stolen  Olive's  letter,  and  was 
shrewd  enough  to  know  that  the  best  way  of 
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finding  out  was  to  say  nothing  about  the  matter 

Arguing  from  the  safe  standpoint  of  *  Least 
said  soonest  mended,'  she  was  careful  not  to 
mention  the  mysterious  find  of  a  bit  of 
Amelia  Foster's  copybook  among  the  wrap- 
ings  of  the  gold  dirt  in  her  father's  canoe. 
But  she  cultivated  a  friendship  with  the  Fosters, 
and  set  herelf  to  win  their  regard,  using  every 
weapon  she  possessed  of  personal  charm  and 
winning  fascmation. 

The  task  was  not  difficult.  In  about  two 
weeks  Amelia  was  her  willing  slave,  while  the 
lumpy  Joe  would  cheerfully  walk  two  miles  in  the 
pouring  rain  for  the  pleasure  of  escorting  the 
school  teacher  home  when  she  came  to  their 
house  to  supper. 

Even  George  Foster,  who  looked  upon 
school-teachers  as  being  a  very  inferior  class  of 
persons  to  himself,  was  disposed  to  be  very 
gracious  to  Dora,  and  he  strove  to  treat  her 
with  as  much  politeness  as  there  was  in  his 
nature,  although  unfortunately  that  was  not 
saying  much. 

Mrs.  Baldwin  did  not  altogether  approve  of 
her  boarder's  frequent  visits  to  the  onion  farm, 
and  even  ventured  to  say  so.  *Your  sister 
did  not  go  there,  my  dear,  and  you  couldn't 
be  far  wrong  to  take  her  for  a  pattern  in 
choosing  vour  frioids,'  she  said  gravely,  when 
for  the  fourth  time  in  one  week  Dora  an- 
nounced her  intention  of  going  to  supper  at  the 
onion  farm. 

Dora  laughed,  bringing  out  all  her  prettv 
dimples  for  Mils.  Baldwin's  especial  benefit ; 
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then  she  said  gaiiy,  •  My  dear  Mm.  Baldwin. 
Olive  is  so  clever  and  capable  that  she  has 
no  need  to  resort  to  innocent  subterfuge  as  1 
have.    Her  teaching  was  above  reproach,  and 
her  discipline  a  thing  to  be  proud  of.    Now  1 
am  not  a  good  teacher,  simply  because  I  am 
so  awfully  ignorant  myself ;   and  I  have  only 
the  most  rudimentary  ideas  of  keeping  order. 
So  I  should  be  asked  to  resign  inside  of  a  week, 
if  I  were  not  diplomatic  enough  to  make  the 
Fosters  want  to  keep  me.    You  know  what 
Amelia  and  Joe  are  Uke :  I  should  have  no  peace 
ol  my  life  if  those  two  turned  against  me. 
But  all  the  tune  they  love  me  to  distoaction, 
theb  father  has  to  be  civU  to  me,  and  the  other 
managers  always  look  upon  his  opimons  as 
being  their  opinions  also,  and  in  that  way  1 
can    keep    everyone,  myself    included,  m   a 
pleasant  and  happy  frame  of  mind.*       ^ 

*  There  is  something  m  that  certamly,  aa- 
mitted  Mrs.  Baldwin.  *  George  Foster  has 
got  a  way  of  influencing  people,  and  he  can 
make  a  teacher's  life  very  unpleasant  when  he 

chooses.'  ^  ,         _^, .  ,  ^ 

*  Just  so,  and  I  prefer  to  have  thmgs  plea- 
sant,' remarked  Dora.  *  Olive  might  have 
found  fewer  thorns  in  her  path  if  she  had 
taken  my  way  of  going  to  work.' 

*  Well,  for  her  own  sake  Miss  Scarth  could 
not  have  gone  running  in  and  out  of  the  Fosters 
house  as  you  do,'  replied  Mrs.  Baldwm,  with  a 
rather  scandalized  air.  ,  ,  ^ 

*  Why  not,  pray  1 '  demanded  Dora,  m  sur- 
prise. 
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T  *,  ^\^l^,  J*  ^*^®  ^^^^  seemly,  seeing  that 
Jules  Webling  lived  there  ? '  Mrs.  Baldwin's 
query  had  such  a  shocked  ring  in  it  that  for  a 
moment  Dora  stared  at  her  in  wide-eyed  amaze- 
ment, and  then  suddenly  flung  herself  upon  her. 
*Dear,  dear  Mrs.  Baldwin,  do  tell  me  all 
about  it.  Why  should  Olive  not  have  gone  be- 
cause of  this  Jules— Jules  What-is-his-name  ? 
Oh,  how  can  you  be  so  maddeningly  mysteri- 
ous, when  you  see  how  very  badly  1  want 
to  know  ? ' 

*  If  your  sister  did  not  tell  you,  I  suppose  it 
was  because  she  did  not  want  you  to  know,  so 
I  have  no  business  to  tell  you,'  Mrs.  Baldwin 
said  primly,  yet  with  distinct  yielding,  for  she 
was  a  very  transparent  woman,  and  found 
nothing  so  hard  to  keep  as  the  secret  of  some- 
one else,  although  it  is  only  fair  to  say  that  her 
own  reserves  gave  her  no  trouble. 

*  Olive  is  so  truly  modest  that  we  never  can 
get  her  to  talk  about  herself,'  panted  Dora, 
huggmc  Mrs.  Baldwin  until  the  good  woman 
was  half  strangled.  *  But  I  do  so  badly,  badly 
want  to  know  aU  about  it.  Please,  please  teU 
me,  for  of  course  I  would  never  breathe  a  word 
to  anyone  I ' 

*Mind  you  don't  then,  for  I'm  sure  Miss 
Scarth  would  not  like  it,'  Mrs.  Baldwin  said 
tartly,  yet  with  such  an  evident  desire  to  teU 
what  she  knew  that  Dora  hugged  her  harder 
than  ever,  as  if  anxious  to  squeeze  the  inform- 
ation out  of  her. 

*  Jules  Webling  was  in  love  with  your  sister 
and  wanted  to  marry  her,  but  she  would  have 
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nothing  to  say«to  him,  and  rightly  too,  for 
although  he  was  evidently  a  gentleman  by 
education,  he  was  only  George  Foster's  hired 
man,  and  not  a  good  hired  man  either.  He 
used  to  hover  round  the  schoolhouse  more  than 
Miss  Scarth  liked,  but  she  had  always  the 
children  with  her,  and  she  never  gave  him  the 
slightest  encouragement  to  bother  her  with  his 
unwanted  attentions.'  „,  w      «» 

*  Where  is  he  now,  this  Jules  WebUngT 
asked  Dora,  trying  to  remember  whether  she 
had  ever  heard  the  name  before. 
'  *  Gone  to  the  Klondyke,or  somewhere  up  that 
way.  He  went  off  in  a  desperate  hurry ;  some 
people  thought  that  he  had  sloped  without  pay- 
ing his  debts,  but  Georce  Foster  said  no.  and  I 
s'pose  that  he  ought  to  know,  if  anyone  did. 

A  great  trenU^Ung  seiised  Dora,  and  she 
turned  so  white  that  she  was  glad  to  hide 
her  face  against  Mrs.  Baldwin's  broad  sh6ulders 
to  conceal  her  feeling.  A  white  lirfit  of  know- 
ledge  had  suddenly  dawned  upon  her,  but  she 
wM  not  quite  sure  yet,  and  must  ask  her 
questions  warily. 

*  When  did  he  go  to  the  Klondyke,  before 
Olive  came  home,  or  afterwards  ?  '  She  made 
a  great  effort  to  render  her  voice  just  properly 
interested,  hv\  nothing  more. 

'  He  went  in  the  same  boat  as  your  sister 
did.  I  believe,  though  it  is  likely  enough  she 
didn't  see  him.  It  was  reported  that  he  had 
gone  days  before,  but  I  know  he  hadn  t,  al- 
though why  he  took  to  lying  so  low  all  of  a 
sudden  is  more  than    I  could    understand, 
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unless  it  is  true  what  some  folks  said,  only 
you  never  can  put  faith  in  gossip.*  Mrs. 
Baldwin  gave  a  windy  sigh  at  this,  looking  as  if 
she  were  reaUy  grieved  because  gossip  could 
not  be  depended  on. 

*  What  did  people  sav  ?  »  asked  Dora.  Her 
colour  was  coming  back,  only  her  heart  beat 
so  quickly  that  she  could  scarcely  keep  from 
panting.  *^ 

*  They  said  he  took  fright  because  a  strange 
man,  an  Englishman,  came  here  asking  for 
him.  Ah,  it  was  the  very  same  man,  my  dear 
who  saved  your  sister's  life  that  dreadful  day 
when  the  schoolhouse  was  flooded.  But  I 
never  heard  the  real  rights  of  the  story,  and  I 
could  never  get  out  of  the  Fosters  why  it  was 


— .      — „  „„  u^Aowx  dusi  ocuu,      J.  snau 
make  the  Fosters  tell  me  aU  about  it  thouch 
and  when  I  know  that  I  shaU  know  a  great 

*  Oh,  dear,  what  a  lot  of  time  I  have  wasted 
talking  to  your  exclaimed  Mrs.  Baldwin, 
glancing  at  the  dock,  and  feeling  quite  dis! 
mayed  to  find  how  fast  the  time  ha<f  flown 
^  It  isn  t  reaUy  wasted,*  said  Dora  soothinrfv 
and  I  am  sure  that  you  will  be  better  for  hav- 
ing rested  a  Kttle;  and  now  you  won't  mind 
if  I  go  to  supper  with  the  Fosters,  wiU  you  ? 

fvf'^iT*^??  ^^  Jiow  important  it  is  that  they 

should  still  keep  on  Uking  me  a  little.*  ^ 

Mrs.   Baldwin  laughed  m  her  JoUy,  happy 

fashion.    *  I  don't  think  it  is  a  very  diffi^ 
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task  to  keep  on  liking  you,  but  do  go  to 
Fosters  as  often  as  they  ask  you,  if  you  th 
it  is  going  to  make  your  school  life  easier, 
George  Foster  is  a  fair  terror  to  the  teact 
that  he  does  not  like.' 

*  Just  what  I  imaffined ! '  exclaimed  Dc 
Then  she  went  into  her  bedrbom  and  put 
her  best  frock,  for  she  argued  to  herself  tha 
was  so  much  less  fatiguing  to  make  a  good  i 
pression  in  one's  best  frock  than  in  a  shal 
every-day  affair. 

Mrs.  Baldwin  shook  her  head  a  little  when  i 
saw  the  best  frock,  but  she  did  not  ventur 
word  of  reproof,  although  she  drew  a  mes 
comparison  of  the  difference  in  the  sisters,  ] 
altogether  in  Dora's  favour.  However,  as  i 
did  not  understand  the  motives  of  Dora,  i1 
possible  that  she  judged  her  rather  harshly. 

Joe  was  waiting  for  the  teacher  at  the  < 
of  the  village,  where  the  trail  turned  in  acr 
lots,  and  he  was  not  feeling  very  happy,  becai 
he  had  been  kept  waiting  so  long. 

•What  a  tremendous  time  you've  bcei 
he  exclaimed,  as  he  slouched  along  by  her  si 
swinging  his  school-bag,   and  waiting  to 
talked  into  a  good  humour. 

*  Just  like  a  boy ! '  laughingly  exdain 
Dora.  *  Didn't  I  take  the  trouble  to  put 
my  best  frock,  and  make  myself  look  as  chai 
ing  as  possible,  yet  aiter  having  done  all  thai 
please  you,  I  only  get  a  grumble  for  hav 
kept  you  waiting.  Why  didn't  you  go  on  £ 
let  me  find  my  way  alone  ?  I  ought  to  kn 
it  by  this  time,  for  I  come  this  road  on;en  enou^ 
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Th^iU^'^of  hfa,7X"«  %''l^""^  '°°^''' 

'Very  hard,"  murmured  Dora  gvmDathpti. 

uc^^  faZir"'K«T*  "'""^ty  *ha?  she 
succeeded  m  choking  back  a  gurifle  of  lauohter 

Joe  was  so  notoriously  idle  atb^ks  anXm- 

mg  of  «,y  description,  that  it  was  Sy  S> 

n^to  hear  h.m  talk  about  school  work  Li^ 

t;^,}J°?'*  *"'"  *°  farming,  I  never  did,'  con- 

i^urt  hi^r'*«T°8.'"°«'  than  ever.'  '^d 
1  just  hate  the  smeU  of  an  onion.  When  Vm 
a  man  I  m<an  to  go  off  to  the  Klondyke  an^ 
dig  for  f[old  for  aU  f  m  worth.  If  I  c^  man^e 
to  get  nch  qiuckly  I  shall  be  able  to  iSe"  3 

^t^\tV  J?'*  ^''^  being  hu^ed/  ^ 
...  "must  be  Wely  to  be  rich  f'  siehed  Dora 

SS^f  ""%?  P"R  »'  how  her  o^  Z^l 
KsSla'S^fc'  'Ir'  '"*°  nothing?'^, 
ffone  te  thf  m    ?  Z"" '?'"'  *"y°ne  who  has 

^  ?Th^».     ?',°"''i'^^.  """^  8°'  rich  ?  ' 

There  s  Jules  Webling,   he's  gone    but  I 

^•t  say  whether  he  has  made  ^s  pile  ylt ' 
-spiled    Joe.     'Poor    old    Shucks'    ^e  St 

Vhen  did  this  friend  of  yours  go  ?  *  asked 
.  her  heart  fluttering  a  little  aTthe  pro^ 


D 
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pect  of  being  able  to  squeeze  the  informsti 
she  wanted  out  of  Joe. 

But  he  grew  suddenly  confused  and  sulli 
as  if  he  understood  and  resented  her  curiosil 
*  Oh,  he  went  a  while  back,  but  he  isn't  so 
speak  a  friend  of  mine,  only  he  lived  with  us 
mred  man,  and  that's  how  we  knew  him.' 

*  Oh,  I  see,'  answered  Dora  cheerfully ;  t 
all  the  same  she  knew  that  she  had  receivec 
check,  and  it  made  her  all  the  more  resoU 
to  discover  all  that  there  was  to  know. 

Mrs.  Foster  and  Amelia  received  her  with 
much  demonstration  of  welcome  as  if  they  h 
not  met  her  for  at  least  six  months,  and  Di 
ruefully  reflected  upon  what  social  succes 
she  might  have  scored,  if  only  that  dream 
riches  had  turned  into  actuality.  But  as  th 
was  no  sense  at  all  in  crying  over  spilt  mi 
she  just  made  the  most  of  such  poor  chances 
came  her  way,  exerting  all  her  power  to  pies 
and  succeeding  beyond  her  ex[>ectations. 

Amelia  was  fourteen,  and  considered  hers 
a  grown  woman ;  she  was  tremendously  set 
mental,  and  very  keen  on  having  a  real  Ic 
affair,  even  though  she  went  to  school  and  v 
still  in  short  frodcs,  with  her  hair  plaited  ii 
a  wispy  pigtail  which  hung  down  her  back, 
a  fashion  most  tempting  to  pull.  She  h 
decided  that  the  school-teacher  would  mak< 
good  confidante,  and  someone  to  confide 
is  a  first  necessity  to  a  girl  of  that  calibre. 

Dora  walked  round  Amelia's  bare  little  b( 
room,  inspecting  the  girlish  treasures,  a 
chattering  about  them,  suggesting  a  new  it 
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of  trimming  Amelia's  second-best  hat,  and 
giving  It  as  her  opinion  that  white  muslin 
was  bettor  than  pink  tissue  paper  for  draping 
a  toilet-toble,  although  Amelia  clung  ob- 
stinately to  the  pink  paper  idea,  because  It  was 
cheap  and  did  not  want  washing. 

Then  a  drawing  caught  her  eye,  which  she 
had  never  noticed  before,  for  the  simple  reason 
that  Ameba  s  second-best  hat  always  hung  on 
the  same  nail;  and  she  exclaimed  in  surprise, 

vSi![*  "^^^^^  ^*^  y^"  8**  *^* '^^m  ?  * 

That  ?     Oh,  it  is  only  the  gift  of  a  friend,* 
said  Amelia,  with  a  windy  sigh. 

*  The  friend's  portrait,  I  suppose,*  suggested 
UOT&,  with  a  twinkle  in  her  eye;  and  then 
she  lean^  forward  to  inspect  the  drawing 
closer,  and  found  to  her  amazement  that  it  was 
almosi  identical  with  the  charcoal  sketch 
which  her  father  had  found  in  the  dead  man's 
sketch  book,  and  that  this  also  was  labelled 
*  Tony.' 

*  JJ?'"'*^'  n?*  «actly,'  said  Amelia,  with 
another  sigh.  *My  friend  hadn't  a  photo 
of  his  own  to  give  me,  though  he  has  car- 
ned  off  name  to  be  his  compamcn  in  the  Arc- 
tic  sohtudes  of  the  Klondykc.  He  left  that 
drawing  with  me  as  a  memento  of  his  friendship, 
but  I  cant  say  I  care  much  about  it,  seeing 
that  It  is  the  portrait  of  another  man;  but 
we  can  t  have  aU  we  want  in  this  world,  can 

IVC  T 

*No.  indeed!'  answered  Dora  regretfullvr 

then  she  asked,  ^th  a  laugh  fuU  of  meaning 

And  who  IS  yourfnend,  pray,  or  is  it  a  secret  ?^ 
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*  I  suppose  it  ought  tu  be  a  secret,  but  I  doi 
mind  telling  you  because    you  are  such 
dear !  *  exclaimed  Amelia,  casting  herseU  up 
Dora,  and  hugging    her  within  an    inch 
strangulation. 

*Well,  who  was  it,  or  is  it?*  demand 
Dora,  emerging  from  the  embrace  with  ii 
enough  breath  left  to  ask  the  question. 

*  It  is  Jules  Webling,*  said  Amelia,  simp< 
ing  and  bridling  with  as  much  siUy  confusion 
if  she  had  been  nineteen  at  the  very  leaj 
•  We  are  very  great  friends,  and  I*m  reaUy  t 
only  one  who  knows  about  his  great  secret 

It  was  on  the  tip  of  Dora*s  tongue  to  ask  wh 
secret.  But  she  thought  better  of  it,  and  mere 
gave  Amelia  another  nug  by  way  of  expressi] 
sympathy,  which  was  just  exactly  what  th 
yoimg  person  yearned  for. 

*  You  are  so  different  to  your  sister 
exclaimed  Amelia.  *  Mother  always  used  to  si 
that  Miss  Scarth  had  such  high  notions,  ai 
was  so  stiff  in  her  ways,  quite  the  toff  you  knoi 
and  not  a  bit  like  you  are,  dear  !  * 

Dora  winced;  Amelia's  innocent  shaft  ht 
struck  home  with  quite  deadly  effect,  and  f ( 
five  minutes  she  downright  loathed  hersc 
as  well  as  the  part  she  had  set  herself  to  pla 
Olive  would  not  have  stooped  to  professions  I 
friendship  which  she  did  not  feel,  nor  would  si 
have  truckled  to  these  low,  vulgar  Foster 
Yet  Dora  knew  full  well  that  often  in  her  heai 
of  hearts  she  had  accused  her  elder  sister  ( 
lacking  proper  pride. 

*  Olive  is  worth  a  dozen  of  me,  that  is  a  fact 
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she  said  to  herself,  but  aloud  she  murmured. 
OJivc  li  a  dear,  but  we  have  always  thought 
her  too  grav<^  and  lacking  in  a  sense  of  humour/ 
Amehn,  who  did  not  know  what  a  sense  of 
humour  was.  hwirtily  agreed  to  this.  an<'  then 
after  a  little  sknrmishing  round  on  indifferent 
topics,  came  back  to  the  subject  of  Jules 
Weblmg  again.  » He  was  quite  the  ^^ntleman. 
though  he  did  work  as  father's  hired  man,  and 

r?*  ^*7  °*"^^  ^^  ^»  confidence/  si  e  said 
with  a  lofty  air. 

*  Ah,  that  was— interesting,*  commenfed  Dora 
with  a  pause,  m  which  she  searched  franticiiily 
for  a  suitable  adjective. 

*Yes.  it  was  interesting.  How  beautifully 
you  express  things  I  I  think  friendship  is  one 
of  the  greatest  joys  of  life,  and  oh.  I  did  miss 
him  when  he  had  to  go  away  so  suddenly.* 

Was   he   unweU  ?  *   asked   Dora,    with   a 
peculiarly  vacant  sort  of  look. 

*No.  no;  news  came  that  he  must  set  off 
at  once  for  the  Klondyke.  It  was  the  very 
day  after  that  impertinent  stranger  came 
nosing  round  to  find  out  if  Jules  lived  here, 
father  set  the  dogs  at  him-at  the  stranger  I 
mean,  but  the  feUow  did  not  seem  to  mind  them 
m  the  least,  though  I  fancy  that  he  got  rather 
a  raking  down  from  the  bramble  thorns  after- 
wards. Jules  hid  up  in  the  bam  aU  that  day. 
and  pretended  that  lie  had  started  for  Dawson. 
VVe  had  screaming  fun  over  it  too— then,  and 
strangely  enough,  the  very  next  day  a  sum- 
mons came,  and  he  really  had  to  go.  Wasn't 
It  strange  ?  * 
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•Very  strange  I '  echoed  Dora,  who  hac 
grown  white  of  face,  and  was  trembling  8< 
badly  that  she  was  afraid  Amelia  must  see  it 

*  It  was  a  great  shock  to  me,'  the  girl  wcni 
on,  shaking  her  wispy  pigtail,  and  loc>king  a 
if  she  were  on  the  verge  of  tears.  *  I  wen 
out  to  the  bam  next  morning,  and  found  hin 
as  wet  through  as  if  he  had  been  swimming 
He  was  reading  a  letter  that  I  don't  think  h 
wanted  me  to  see,  and  he  said  he  must  go  o\ 
that  very  day.  Father  was  cross  and  ther 
was  a  regular  row,  but  Jules  stood  firm,  an 
^went ' 

*  How  did  the  letter  come,  by  post  ?  *  askc 
Dora,  who  felt  as  if  she  were  choking  becaus 
of  the  effort  she  had  to  maintain  her  sell 

control.  _  ^  ,      ,. 

*  I  don't  know,  I  suppose  so.    But    ^  oi 
not  tell  anyone  but  me  that  he  haa  nad 
letter,  and  I  should  not  have  known  about 
if  I  had  not  come  upon  him  unexpectedly  wh< 
he  was  reading  it.    I  remember  it  was  a  vei 
long  one,  and  I  was  surprised  because  I  h« 
never  Imown  him  have  a  letter  before,  all  tl 
time  he  lived  with  us,  though  he  sometime 
had  parcels.    He  made  me    promise    not   1 
tell  the  others  about  the  letter,  and  I  didn't, 
never    even    mentioned   it  until  you  cam 
my  dearest  dear  I'  said  Amelia,  giving  Doi 
another  frantic  hug. 

*  How  sweet  of  you  1  '  gasped  Dora,  m 
breathless  fashion,  and  then  Mrs.  Foster  call< 
them  to  supper 

Dora  had  a  good  appetite  as  a  rule,  and  tl 
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rude  abundance  of  the  Fosters'  supper  spread 
was  rather  pleasing  than  otherwise,  despite  the 
*i«vct  that  the  knives  were  cleaned  only  r  ,>e  a 
week,  and  everything,  inside  the  house  and  out, 
was  permeated  with  the  homely  odour  of  the 
onion. 

But  to-night  she  could  not  eat.  Food 
seemed  fairly  to  choke  her,  while  once  or 
twice  she  was  almost  on  the  verge  of  bursting 
into  tears.  She  had  found  out  what  she  wanted 
to  know,  but  the  irony  of  it  was  that  the  know- 
ledge was  of  no  use,  and  she  had  just  de- 
meaned herself  by  her  friendship  with  these 
horrid  vulgar  people  for  nothing  at  all. 

If  her  father  were  dead  nothing  could  bring 
him  back  to  life,  and  besides,  she  had  no  evidence 
at  all  that  Jules  Webling  had  ever  gone  to  that 
place  beyond  the  great  morasses,  where  the 
gold  was  supposed  to  be  in  such  enormous 
quantities.  But  stay,  had  she  no  evidence? 
If  Jules  Webling  had  not  reached  the  spot,  how 
was  it  that  the  stolen  letter,  that  letter  which 
Amdia  had  seen  him  reading  in  the  barn,  was 
found  afterwards  among  the  gold  dirt  in  her 
father's  canoe  ? 

Oh,  the  maddening  mystery  of  it  all!  Would 
there  ev«r,  ever  he  a  chance  of  discovering 
what  had  really  taken  place  in  that  wild  back 
country,  beyond  the  great  morasses,  whither 
her  father  had  gone  in  such  high  hope  and 
expectation  last  spring  ?  And  would  they 
ever  get  a  true  accoimt  of  what  had  befallen 
him,  when  he  was  found  dead  in  his  boat  on  the 
shore  of  Lake  Tayu  ?     *  If  I  were  a  man,  or 
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even  a  boy,  I  woidd  start  off  and  see  for  myt 
what  has  hfmpened.  But  a  gk-l  is  no  good 
all  I  *  sighed  tka-a,  quite  fw^ting  that  if  ! 
had  been  a  man  she  could  not  have  crosj 
the  great  nM>rasses  until  the  frost  came  to  g 
a  firm  road  over  the  quags  and  swamps  of  tl 
fearsome  r^cm. 

Surely,  surely  the  Fosters  had  never  ht 
so  long  at  supper  bef <we  1  The  reek  of  cabbi 
water  fought  with  the  odours  of  hot  hoi 
bacon  and  molasses  pudding;  the  keros< 
lamp,  being  badly  trimmed,  smelt  vile,  a 
then  some  milk  boiled  over  on  the  stove,  addi 
its  quota  to  the  other  items. 

D^  bore  it  until  it  seemed  just  impossil 
that  she  could  bear  it  for  another  mkiu 
Outside  the  wind  and  rain  were  dashi 
against  the  window.  If  only  she  coi 
get  out  there  and  fill  her  lungs  with  t 
sweet  dean  air,  how  delicious  it  would  b 
But  she  was  wedged  in  between  Amelia  a 
Mrs.  Foster  and  could  not  move. 

*  You  are  not  eating  anytliing,  Miss  Do 
and  your  face  is  as  white  as  your  scarf ! '  c 
claimed  Mrs.  Foster,  in  kindly  concern ;  she  \^ 
always  distressed  if  her  guests  did  not  displ 
huge  appetites,  and  the  more  they  ate  t 
more  her  satisfaction  grew. 

*  I — ^I  am.  not  very  hungry  to-night,  tha 

you— and— and '      But    Dora's    falteri 

sentence  never  got  finished;  she  rose  to  h 
feet,  gro|Hng  with  b'^r  hands  before  her  li 
a  blind  person,  to  tind  the  way  out.  B 
strength  faikd  her,  however,  and  to  the  co 
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stemation  of  the  others,  she  dropped  faintinff 
on  the  floor.  ^ 

There  was  a  terrific  commotion  then.  Ameha 
burst  into  frightened  shrieks,  under  the  im- 
pression that  Dora  was  dead,  Joe  boo-oo-ed 
like  a  weaning  calf,  George  Foster  in  his  haste 
to  do  somethmg  to  help  trod  on  the  foot  of  a 
dog  stretched  out  by  the  stove,  making  the 
creature  yelp  wildly,  which  did  but  add  to  the 
confusion,  and  it  was  only  Mrs.  Foster  who  had 
the  presence  of  mind  to  order  the  door  to  be 
opened,  letting  in  the  storm  wind  to  revive  the 
swoo&ing  girl. 
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CHAPTER  THE  EIGHTEENTH 
For  Pity's  Sake 

OiiVE   hurried  into  the  kitchen  to  find  '^ 
Scartfa  standiiur  In  the  middle  of  the  floor  y, 
tears  ialling  mke  rain  down  her  face,  as 
read  the  dosdy-filled  sheets  of  Dora's  I 
letter- 

'  Dear  mother,  is  anything  bad  the  mattei 
asked  Olive  anxiously. 

'  Na,  child,  no.     Only  Dora  has  found 
who  rtole  your  letter,  and  we  know  now  wh 
muife  have  been  that  went  off  to  that  pi 
where  your  father  had  gone,  and  is  doubt] 
Miore  now,'  she  answered  with  a  sob. 

*  I  e3CBect  he  is  there  now,  digging  out 
gold  by  bucketfuls,  and  if  it  is  all  "  false  hop 
uk©  tiuil  which  we  found  in  father's  canoe,  j 
isnt  there  a  biff  disappointment  in  store 
him !  *  exclaimed  Gretchen,  with  such  a  g] 
note  in  hei*  vwee  that  Olive  turned  suddenlj 
her. 

*  Don't,  dear,  it  kiarts,'  she  cried,  and  Gretcl 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  then  stc 
quietly  crying,  because  Dora's  letter  had  t( 
open  so  many  wounds  which  time  and  hi 
work  had  begun  to  heal. 

'  Read  the  letter  aloud,  dear,'  said  M 
Scarth,    putting    the    closely    writlen    she 
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into  Olive's  hand.  *No,  don't  begin  at  the 
beginning;  I  hav«  read  the  first  two  sheets, 
where  she  tells  us  how  she  found  out  from  the 
Fosters  about  Jules  Webhng  having  stolen 
your  letter.  That  part  might  embarrass  you 
to  read  aloud,  for  dear  Dora  is  not  very  reticent, 
and  she  says  some  things  which  might  be  more 
happily  forgotten.' 

Olived  flushed  an  uncomfortable  red.  Like 
her  mother,  she  felt  that  Dora  might 
have  kept  a  decent  reserve  concerning  the 
gossip  that  had  been  gleaned  from  Mrs.  Bald- 
win about  Jules  Webhng's  unfortunate  pre- 
ference, and  she  was  grateful  ii^eed  that  the 
part  of  the  letter  deahng  with  the  subject  was 
not  to  be  made  public  property.  A  hurried 
glance  at  the  first  two  sheets  made  her  flush 
more  hotly  than  ever ;  then  turning  to  the  third 
sheet  she  began  to  read  aloud,  standing  where 
her  motiier  had  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  floor, 
while  the  others  were  grouped  closely  around 
her. 

*0f  course,  Mummic  dear,  we  have  proof 
positive  now  who  had  the  letter  that  was  stolen 
from  Olive's  school-desk,  and  we  know  that 
Jules  Webling  either  foUowed  father  into  the 
wilderness,  or  was  there  before  him.  That 
part  is  all  quite  plain,  but  the  puzzle  is  as 
to  what  happened  after,  and  here  we  have  to 
go  a  great  deal  by  guess-work,  which  as  Mrs. 
Baldwin  tells  me,  on  an  average  at  least  foiff 
times  a  week,  is  very  untrustworthy  stirir. 

*  Now,  this  is  what  I  think  happened— those 
two  lonely   men  meeting  in    the  wiMcrness 
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would  agree  to  work  together;  there  would 

enough  gold  for  both  and  they  would  be  coi 

pany  for  each  other  in  that  awful  lonelinef 

and  in  time  they  would  become  almost  fi 

friends,  for  you  know  how  trusting  dear  fatt 

was,  and  he  loved  everyone,  no  matter  h< 

unworthy  they  might  be  down  at  the  bottor 

then  I  think  that  after  a  long  time  of  worki 

and  getting  out  the  gold,  they  decided  th 

one  of  them  should  come  home  and  regist 

the  claim,  then  take  back  food  supplies,  whi 

of  course  must  have  been  growing  very  short. 

*  The  choice  fell  uj)on  father,  and  it  is  ee-y 

understand  why— he  would  be  wanting  to  ^ee 

all  so  badly  that  he  would  be  just  yearning 

come  home ;  while  the  other  man,  being  witho 

family  ties,  would  prefer  to  go  on  working,  ai 

getting  rich  as  fast  as  he  could.    Then  de 

father  started,  following  most  likely  some  wat 

way  which  diiined  the  great   morasses,  ai 

steering  alway;  by  that  little  old  compass  th 

Mr.  Rawscn  b*  iught  home  with  the  watc 

But  he  was  beginning  to  feel  ill,  poor  darling 

perhaps  some  of  the  hardships  he  had  goi 

through  had  started  some  disease;  then  I 

became  more  and  more  ill,  until  finally  he  h 

down  in  that  little  canoe,  in  the  quiet  litt 

bay  on  the  lake  shore,  and  his  soul  went  home  t 

God.    Dear  Mummie,  I  lay  awake  most  of  la; 

night  thinking  of  what  that  quiet  ending  mm 

have  been,  and  it  comforted  me  inexpressibl 

to  think  that  in  all  those  weeks  of  absenc 

from  us,  dear  father  was  not  alone. 

*  Jules  Webling  was  a  mean,  low-down  sort,  c 
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course,  to  steal  the  letter  and  act  upon  it,  but 
then  we  know  that  men  wiU  fling  away  honour 
and  everything  else  in  the  desirefor  gold,  so  it  is 
of  no  use  to  blame  him  too  much.  And  if  aU 
that  Ameha  Foster  says  about  him  is  true,  he  is 
an  educated  man,  and  a  gentleman,  so  he 
would  have  been  more  of  a  companion  for  dear 
father  than  any  common  lout  of  a  prospector 
who  nught  have  found  his  way  up  there. 
*u  *  J^*  u  *  ^^^  blamed  Olive,  at  least  I  know 
that  I  have,  for  not  taking  more  care  of  that 
letter ;  but  when  I  think  of  the  shocking  solitude 
of  those  wilderness  places,  it  makes  me  feel  glad 
that  there  was  someone  for  dear  father  to 
speak  to. 

*  Now  I  want  to  ask  a  favour,  and  please 
don  t  be  angry  with  me,  Mummie,  and  don't 
let  Ohve  be  angry  either.     When  the  frost 
comes,  and  it  is  possible  for  anyone  to  cross 
the  j^eat  morasses,  I  want  you  to  send  a  relief 
expedition,  to  help  that  poor  Jules  WebHnj? 
to   get    l^k   to   civilization.     Think    of   his 
plight  I     AU  these  weeks  he  must  have  been 
waiting  and  waiting  for  father  to  come  back. 
Ji^ven  when  the  frost  comes  he  wiU  not  be  able 
to  fand  his  way  back,  because,  rem-*mber,  the 
letter  and  the  map  were  in  father's  canoe,  and 
all  the  time  he  will  be  waiting  and  waiting  for 
he  p  to  come  to  hhn.     I  know  the  relief  party 
will  cost  money,  but  I  will  send  half  my  salarv 
month  by  month,  to  help  pay  for  it,  and  please! 
please  for  pity's  sake,  dear  folks  at  home,  do 
something  to  succour  this  poor  man. 
*  We  shall  have  our  reward,  whatever  it  costs. 
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ifor  iust  think  what  a  lot  he  will  have  to  t 
us  of  the  last  weeks  of  dear  father's  life. 

*  I  dreamed  when  I  fell  adeep  this  momii 
that  it  was  not  dear  father  whb  was  found  dei 
in  the  boat,  but  Jules  Webling,  and  I  awd 
with  tears  of  joy  running  down  my  face.  B 
of  course  that  could  not  be,  because  if  he  hi 
not  come  himself,  dear  father  would  have  se 
a  letter ;  moreover  there  was  the  watch  and  t 
compass  for  identification,  so  my  tears  o!  y 
turned  to  tears  of  sadness,  as  I  thought  of  o 
darlinff*s  lonely  ending. 

*  It  hai  been  such  a  relief  to  me  to  write  tl 
long,  long  letter,  and  do  nlease — please  sei 
someone  to  help  Jules  Weoling.  I  am  su 
that  Jeff  Morgan  would  go,  and  Roland  Her 
too.    I  don't  think  that  I  could  ever  by  ai 

ossibility  be  as  wise  and  clever  as  Olive,  or 
ard-working  as  Gretchen,  but,  Mummie  dei 
do  think  our  heavy  troubles  are  making  m< 
better  girl  than  I  used  to  be.  Of  course  it 
verv  horrid  to  think  that  we  ihidl  always  ha 
to  be  poor,  and  I  hate  having  to  mix  wi 
common,  low-down  people  like  the  Foste 
who  have  such  uncomfortable  smelly  thin 
for  supper.  But  I  am  making  the  very  best 
everything,  and  I  am  pleasant  to  everyboc 
Heaps  of  love  to  you  all, 

*Your  affectionate 

*  DOBA.* 


•  What  a  darling  letter  I  *  exclaimed  M 
Scarth,  who  was  weeping  copiously.  *  GHa 
can  we  send  someone  to  help  that  poor  mai 
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It  is  really  awful  to  think  of  what  his  fate  may 
be,  if  no  one  troubles  to  help  him  out/ 

*  We  must  think  about  it,  mother,  but 
there  is  no  immediate  hurry ;  it  will  take  quite 
a  week  of  hard  freezing  before  the  snow  wiU 
bear  across  the  quags,*  said  Olive. 

Then  a  customer  for  the  store  came  knocking 
at  the  door,  and  Olive  went  away  to  attend  to 
his  wants ;  but  in  her  heart  there  was  a  very 
strong  feeling  that  ^^le  did  not  want  to  help 
Jules  Webling.  She  did  not  consider  him 
worth  helping.  Always,  always  she  had  been 
conscious  of  a  secret  mistrust  of  the  man. 
It  had  been  her  safeguard  in  her  lonely  home- 
sick days  at  Redway  Falls,  when  he  had  tried 
so  hard  to  make  her  care  for  him. 

The  story  she  had  heard  from  Anthony  Raw- 
son  that  day  had  had  its  dire  effect  in  making 
her  unwilling  to  spend  money  and  trouble 
in  helping  .mles  Webling  out  of  a  fix  which 
he  had  plainly  made  for  himself.  Then,  too, 
she  was  by  no  means  of  Dora's  opinion  about 
his  having  been  such  a  comfort  to  her  father 
during  those  weeks  of  loneliness.  Doubtless  if 
there  had  been  no  interloper  on  the  scene,  her 
father  would  have  come  home  at  once  to  regis- 
ter his  claim,  and  then  these  terrible  troubles 
would  not  have  been. 

Olive  served  her  customer  in  a  very  abstracted 
frame  of  mind,  and  was  actually  weighing  out 
salt  instead  of  meal,  until  the  man  told  her  of 
her  mistake. 

*  I  beg  your  pardon,'  she  said,  in  sudden 
confusion.    'The  fact  is  my  thoughts  were 
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▼cry  far  away,  and  I  was  wondering  how  s 
it  would  be  possible  to  get  across  the  gi 
morasses.' 

*  What,  do  you  mean  that  you  arc  thini 
of  taking  a  trip  in  that  direction  youn 
miss  ?  '  asked  the  customer,  who  was  the  r 
from  Alaska,  who  had  pronounced  upon 
gold  dirt  foimd  in  the  canoe. 

She  shook  her  head.  *No,  I  am  fa 
expert  at  snow-shoeinff,  but  I  do  not  tt 
that  I  shall  go  far  in  ttiat  direction,*  she  1 
quietly;  then  after  a  moment  of  hesital 
she  went  on:  *  We  have  reason  to  th 
that  the  man  who  must  have  stolen  the  le 
and  map,  which  I  found  in  my  father's  cai 
is  out  there  in  the  wilderness  still;  pnd 
sister,  who  is  away  at  Redway  Falls,  thi 
that  we  ought  to  send  someone  out  there 
help  him  get  back.    What  is  your  opinior 

*  Let  him  get  out  the  wav  he  got  in,  or  s 
there  altogether,'  rejoined  the  man  from  Ala 
bluntly.  *  He'll  come  when  he  is  ready,  m 
sure  of  that,  and  it  would  be  a  pity  to  dist 
him  before  he  is  wanting  to  come.' 

*  But  Dora  thinks  that  he  is  waiting  for 
father  to  come,'  said  Olive,  with  an  air  of  ( 
tress,  *  and — and  of  course  he  can  know  noth 
whatever  of  the  tragedy  on  the  lake  shore  1 ' 

*  Perhaps  not.  But  all  the  same  he  m 
know  that  something  has  gone  wrong,  or  < 
your  father,  poor  man,  would  have  been  bi 
there  before  this.  My  opinion  is,  that  if  £ 
one  went  to  seek  him  now,  they  wouldn't  £ 
him,  for  he  would  have  cleared  himself.    A 
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when  he  hears  that  your  father  died  on  the  way 
home,  he'll  just  go  and  register  the  whole 
claim  in  his  own  name,  thinking  to  do  your 
father's  widow  and  orphans  out  of  any  share 
in  the  property.  I  know  what  manner  of 
meannesses  that  sort  of  cattle  get  up  to.  But  he 
will  be  jolly  well  served  out  when  he  finds  that 
his  precious  gold  durt  ain't  nothing  prettier 
or  more  protltable  than  "  false  hope  *V 

The  man  from  Alaska  took  himself  and  his 
purchases  away  in  a  gale  of  laiwhter,  but  Olive 
stood  leaning  against  the  meal  barrel,  with  a 
very  dissatisfied  expression  of  face. 

She  was  torn  in  two  ways.  The  rigid  sense 
of  justice  in  her  nature  said,  *  Let  the  man  suffer,' 
but  the  gentle  womanly  pity  in  her  heart 
besought  her  to  help  him  out  of  his  terrible 
plight. 

What  should  she  do  ?  What  could  she  do  ? 
There  was  no  one  whom  she  could  consult. 
If  Ezra  Pratt  had  been  in  Orsay  still,  she  would 
have  gone  to  him  with  some  confidence  of 
getting  a  wise  judgnient.  Even  Jeff  Morgan 
might  have  been  relied  upon,  but  there  was 
no  prospect  of  seeing  him  for  weeks  to  come. 

*  I  must  just  wait  and  see,'  she  said  with 
a  sigh  ;  then  remembering  her  neglected  work, 
she  started  on  packing  parcels  of  provisions  for 
«now-bound  families,  and  kept  hard  at  work 
until  the  short  day  began  to  close  in,  and 
Gretchen  ran  out  to  help  her  finish.  Now  the 
snow  had  come,  they  closed  the  store  every  day 
at  sundown,  for  if  there  were  no  customers  it 
was  only  a  waste  of  kerosene  to  hght  the  place  up. 
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Business  was  very  slow  just  now.  Bu 
least  Olive  had  the  consolation  of  kno^ 
that  the  family  would  not  want  for  f ood» 
that  was  a  huge  comfort  to  her. 

She  did  not  see  Anthony  Rawson  a 
that  day ;  he  had  a  headache,  her  mother  i 
and  had  gone  to  bed  early.  Roland  H 
usually  came  up  to  sleep  in  the  shed  with  1 
but  Roland  was  a  prisoner  just  at  pres 
having  jammed  his  foot  under  a  heavy 
and  smashed  two  toes  so  badly  that  he 
compelled  to  be  an  invalid  for  a  few  days. 

There  was  frost  that  night,  but  the  mor 
was  laden  with  a  promise  of  more  snow.  C 
started  out  early  for  fear  of  being  caught 
blizzard ;  she  was  on  snow-shoes,  and  draj 
a  sledge  laden  with  goods  from  the  store 
delivery  at  the  homes  of  the  snow-bound. 

*  It  is  a  mercy  that  Dora  is  not  at  home ; 
would  be  so  a^^dhilly  shocked  at  the  thougl 
your  drf^ging  that  sledge  about  the  coun 
laughed  Gretchen,  as  she  helped  to  tie  a  c 
tightly  down  over  the  goods,  so  that  in 
event  of  an  upset  they  might  not  be  je 
off. 

*  "  What  caa't  be  cured,  must  be  endure 
if  my  customers  cannot  come  to  me  I  mus 
to  them,  and  it  is  of  no  use  being  upset  a 
anything  when  the  living  has  to  be  can 
Olive  answered,  with  the  cheerful  philosc 
which  stood  her  in  such  good  stead,  and  si 
her  from  many  a  pang  when  the  nature  oi 
work  threatened  a  loss  of  dignity. 

She  had  a  long  round  that  morning,  anc 
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air  lacked  the  exhilarating  zest  which  made 
outdoor  exercise  such  a  pleasure  in  winter. 

*  There  is  more  snow  coming,  and  it  will  be  a 
very  heavy  fall,'  she  murmured  to  herself,  as 
she  noticed  how  the  grey  clouds  bulged  down- 
wards, over  the  dreary  black  forests  of  spruce 
and  pine.  Then  she  hurried  on  faster,  for  it 
would  be  terrible  to  be  caught  far  from  home 
in  the  white  smother  of  a  olizzard. 

When  she  had  delivered  the  last  parcel  of 
goods  she  turned  homewards,  jerking  the 
empty  sledge  after  her,  and  skimming  along 
the  surface  of  the  snow  like  a  big  bird.  It  was 
a  very  lonely  bit  of  country  just  there,  a  long 
wide  valley,  pierced  by  deserted  copper  work- 
ings, and  hedged  by  forests,  but  it  was  a  shorter 
way  home  than  by  going  round  the  creek,  and 
there  was  a  nervous  haste  upon  Olive  to-day 
to  get  back  before  another  fall  of  snow  began. 

The  valley  had  its  dangers,  however.  She 
had  not  gone  far  before  suddenly  the  solid 
snow-bank  under  her  feet  gave  way,  and  in  she 
plunged. 

She  had  tumbled  into  a  copper-working, 
over  which  the  snow  had  drifted  with 
deceptive  smoothness.  Fortunately  it  was  not 
a  deep  one,  and  by  dint  of  much  struggUng  and 
floundering  she  got  out  again,  not  much  the 
worse  for  her  tumble. 

But  it  had  frightened  her  badly,  and  she  had 
just  made  up  her  mind  to  go  back  up  the  valley 
and  take  the  longer  way  home  by  the  creek, 
when  she  heard  a  cry,  a  human  cry,  in  a  faint 
but  imploring  tone. 
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*  Someone  else  is  in  trouble;  I  must  go 
help,*  she  oaid  to  herself,  speaking  a 
now,  in  order  to  keep  her  courage  up,  for  a 
wandering  snowflakes  drifted  into  her  face, 
she  knew  only  too  well  that  there  were  i 
behind. 

Shouting  at  the  top  of  her  voice,  she  wa 
for  an  answer,  straimng  her  ears  now,  bcc 
the  moaning  wind  seemed  to  fill  all  the  h< 
air  with  sound.  Just  for  a  moment 
thought  it  must  have  been  the  wind  which 
had  heard ;  but  no,  there  it  was  again,  a  hu 
cry,  but  weak  and  faint^  as  if  the  one 
cfdled  had  nearly  reached  extremity. 

^  I  am  conung—where  are  you  ?  *  she  ca 
her  voice  having  an  anxious  ring,  for  the  vf 
was  so  wide  and  lonely,  so  full  too  of  pits 
hollows  where  digging  had  been  going 
that  any  moment  might  find  her  flounderiii 
another  hole. 

But  she  must  find  where  that  cry  came  f  i 
and  jiye  what  help  she  could.  It  woulc 
impossible  to  go  home  without  finding 
who  was  in  trouble.  The  cry  would  haunt 
dreams,  she  would  have  no  peace  sleepin; 
waking,  unless  she  did  her  utmost  to  suci 
the  unfortunate  who  had  come  to  grief  in 
fashion. 

'  Where  are  you  ?  '  she  cried  again ;  and 
a  flurry  of  snow  drove  into  her  eyes,  stin, 
them  so  sharply  that  she  was  glad  to  i 
round  and  get  her  face  out  of  the  wind. 

A  choked  gasping  sound  answered  her, 
peering  anxiously  round,  she  descried  a  coloi 
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something  being  jerked  to  and  fro,  out  among  the 
hollows  in  the  middle  of  the  valley.  That  was 
the  dangerous  part,  for  some  of  those  hollows 
were  half-full  of  water. 

But  go  she  must,  and  shouting  all  the  time, 
she  made  her  way  round  the  edges  of  the  hol- 
lows until  she  reached  almost  the  spot  where 
the  coloured  stuff  was  waving    till. 

*  Why,  I  do  believe  it  is  Mrs.  Vail  Pine  I '  she 
exclaimed  to  herself,  with  a  laugh  which  ended 
suddenly,  for  she  remembered  that  the  dusky 
squaw  had  not  turned  up  yesterday  to  do  the 
accustomed  work.  Surely,  siu-ely  the  poor 
creature  could  not  have  been  down  here  then  I 

The  mere  thought  was  appalling,  for  Olive 
had  heard  all  sorts  of  stories  about  people 
being  missing  all  the  winter,  and  then  their 
dead  bodies,  mummified  by  frost,  being  found 
in  the  spring. 

*I  am  coming;  I  will  help  you  out,'  she 
cried,  and  the  coloured  rag  was  jerked  more 
wildly  than  ever,  to  show  that  her  words  were 
understood. 

Very  cautiously  she  went  forward.  There 
was  a  deep  furrow  ploughed  in  at  the  other 
side  of  the  hollow,  showing  where  the  unfor- 
tunate prisoner  must  have  tumbled  in;  and 
remembering  her  own  experience,  Olive  was 
all  the  more  anxious  to  help  this  poor  victim 
of  the  hidden  dangers  of  the  valley. 

*  Ah  !'  she  cried  shrilly,  and  cast  herself  on 
her  back  just  in  time  to  keep  herself  from 
sliding  on  a  moving  snow-bank  mto  the  hollow 
below ;  then  slippmg  off  her  snow-shoes,  she 
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beat  the  snow  untU  it  was  firm,  advan 
step  or  two,  beat  again,  and  so  on»  being  i 
fashion  able  to  make  a  safe  path  for  herse 

*  Help,  help,  gracious  white  woman,  h 
cried  the  voice  again ;  and  kneeling  down, 
peered  cautiously  over  the  edge,  to  find 
not  merely  Mrs.  Tall  Pine,  but  also  her  s< 
husband  had  been  caught  and  held  pris 
in  the  hole. 

*Pull  us  out,  pull  us  out,  gracious 
woman,  in  mercy  pull  us  out ;  it  was  vest 
when  we  fell  in,*  wailed  Mrs.  Tall  Pine 
suddenly  displayed  a  wonderful  comma 
the  English  language.  But  the  solemn 
by  her  side  said  nothing  at  all,  only  lool 
Olive  with  a  sort  of  resigned  scorn,  as  if  f 
quite  sure  that  a  slip  of  a  girl  like  that  wo 
unable  to  get  theni  out  of  their  dangerous 

Strangely  enough  it  was  that  look  of 
scorn  which  braced  Olive's  energies  into 
what  was  to  be  done,  in  the  quickest  and 
fashion.  First  of  all  she  punched  and  ki( 
hollow  in  the  ground,  digging  franticallj 
the  end  of  her  snow-shoe  to  make  it  d 
Into  this  she  slid  the  sledge,  then  got  i 
herself  to  weigh  it  down ;  and  taking  the  t 
ropes,  cast  them  deftly  into  the  hole, 
must  have  been  ten  or  twelve  feet  deep. 

*  Do  you  come  first,*  she  called  to  the  w 
•  then  the  two  of  us  can  pull  up  the  ma 
I  cannot  pull  him  up  alone.' 

*  We  pull  us  lip  ourselves,  but  me  com< 
called  mis.  Tall  Pine,  her  voice  stronger  a 
because  of  the  hope  in  her  heart. 
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*  Ready  I '  called  Olive ;  she  was  sitting  on 
the  sledge  now,  with  her  feet  stuck  squarely 
against  the  bank  in  front  of  her,  a  snow-shoe  in 
either  hand,  the  points  likewise  thrust  into 
the  bank,  to  take  a  share  of  the  breaking 
strain. 

She  was  not  afraid  of  the  ropes  giving  way, 
for  they  were  new  ;  what  she  did  fear  was  tha*, 
she  and  the  sledge  would  be  jerked  out  of  the 
hole  and  dragged  into  the  pit  with  the  other 
two  unfortunates,  in  which  case  their  plight 
would  be  no  better,  while  hers  would  be  infinitely 
worse. 

*  Ah,  ah,  be  careful  I  *  she  shrieked  in  terror 
as  at  the  first  tug  on  the  ropes  the  sledge 
heaved,  and  there  was  an  awful  moment  when 
it  seemed  as  if  she  must  be  dragged  out  of  her 
place.  Could  she  hold  on  ?  The  veins  swelled 
m  her  forehead,  and  she  was  almost  chok- 
ing with  the  violence  of  her  efforts,  as  with  feet 
and  hands  she  dug  at  the  snow-bank  against 
which  she  had  wedged  herself. 

Again  the  sledge  heaved,  she  was  dragged 
forcibly  up,  and  then  with  a  jerk  the  tension 
slackened ;  she  was  flung  violently  back,  bump- 
ing her  head  imtil  she  saw  stars,  and  a  moment 
later  the  poor  little  squaw,  i:\  an  ecstasy  of 
gratitude,  was  grovelling  at  her  feet. 

*  It  is  the  gracious  white  woman  that  has 
saved  two  lives,*  the  poor  thing  said,  tottering 
and  almost  falling  in  her  weakness. 

*  The  second  one  isn't  saved  yet,  and  it  is  the 
hardest  part  that  is  to  come,*  said  Olive,  *  Have 
you  got  snow-shoes  ?    Where  are  they  ?  ' 
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*  In  pithole,  broken  !  *  answered  Mrs. 
Pine  in  tragic  tones. 

*  No  matter ;  tell  your  husband  to  tie  t 
all  in  a  bundle,  and  let  me  pull  them  up  f 
commanded  Olive  brisklv.  She  had  settled 
plan  of  campaign  now  for  the  second  attei 
and  was  anxious  to  get  it  put  into  opera 
as  quickly  as  possible.  Mrs.  Tall  Pine 
stood  on  her  husband's  shoulders  to  set  a 
on  the  ropes,  but  a  longer  rope  would  be  n< 
sary  f or  him,  as  he  had  no  one  to  stand  up( 

Olive  detached  one  end  of  the  rope  from 
sledge  and  flung  it  into  the  hole.  The  In 
boimd  the  snow-shoes  in  a  bundle  at  the 
of  the  rope,  and  she  hauled  them  out.  Luc 
only  two  were  broken,  so  there  would  b< 
difficulty  about  the  homeward  journey,  as 
squaw  could  be  towed  into  Orsay  on  the  sle 
Meanwhile  Olive  knotted  the  broken  bit 
framework  at  intervals  along  the  rope,  to  n 
foot-holds  and  hand-grips,  by  means  of  w 
the  red  man  might  climb  out  of  the  hole. 

*  Now  sit  down,  and  dig  your  feet  in,'  C 
said  to  the  squaw,  with  an  authoritative  v 
of  her  hand,  when  all  was  ready,  and  she 
thrown  the  rope  into  the  hole. 

Mrs.  Tall  Pine  promptly  sat  down,  but 
was  weak  from  cold  and  fasting,  and  seeme 
have  no  power  of  resistance.  Olive  strove 
struggled  with  all  her  might  o  keep 
sledge  from  being  dragged  up ;  out  there  car 
fiercer  tug  on  the  rope,  and  before  she  C( 
save  herself,  she  was  jerked  first  up,  and  t 
down  she  plunged  into  the  hole. 
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So  long  Olive  seemed  to  be  in  falling,  that 
she  had  time  to  think  of  ths  distress  there 
would  be  at  home  by  reason  of  her  non-return. 
Then  suddenly  her  feet  were  entangled  in 
something,  and  in  a  moment  she  discovered 
that  it  was  the  rope,  and  had  clutched  at  it 
with  all  her  might. 

But  even  then  she  could  not  have  saved  her- 
self if  it  had  not  been  for  the  Indian,  who 
promptly  dropped  back  into  the  hole  v/hen  he 
saw  what  had  happened,  thus  relieving  the 
strain  on  the  rope,  to  which  the  squaw  wa«' 
clinging  with  the  desperation  of  despair. 

One  helpless  wriggle  Olive  gave,  which  nearly 
dragged  squaw,  sledge  and  everything  else  in 
on  the  top  of  her;  then  she  steadied  herself, 
and  with  slow  caution  made  her   way  back, 
holding  fast  to  the  rope,  but  patting  as  much  of 
the  weight  as  possible  on  to  the  snow,  digging 
m  a  hand  or  a  foot  at  every  movement  forward 
Luckily  she  had  not  fallen  right  in,  >at  had 
fouled  the  rope  as  her  feet  shot  over  the  brink 
and  so  there  wasthe  shorter  distance  to  get  back! 
In  reality  it    could  not    have  been  much 
over  a  minute  before  she  was  safely  back  on  ti  e 
I  sledge  again,  but  it  was  like  a  long,  long  wrestle 
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with  fierce  menacing  peril  nd  siie  was 
with  exhaustion,  dropping  into  a  limp 
and  beginning  to  sob. 

The  squaw  touched  her  with  a  cold, 
bling  hand.     *  Make  haste ;    tr/  again ; 
snow   coming   fast,'   she  said   with   pic 
tones,  her  dusky  face  showing   greenisl 
bgainst  the  dazzling  white  of  the  snow. 

Olive  flung  up  her  arms,  and  slappe 
sides  with  &  nervous  movement.  Dare 
try  again  ?  But  she  must,  she  must,  foi 
would  all  perish  if  they  stayed  where 
were.  Then  remembering  that  Mrs.  Tal 
had  managed  to  hold  the  rope  steady 
she  climbe*!  back  to  safety,  she  took 
again,  and  settled  herself  for  another  effo 

Side  by  side  they  sat  squarely  down  up< 
sledge,  and  each  arove  her  feet  in  hard  a 
the  'jank  of  snow  which  had  given  way  so  1 
the  time  before.  Then  fc  further  help 
tucked  a  snow-shoe  under  each  arm,  and 
the  squaw  do  likewise,  after  which  she 
out  that  they  were  ready. 

Again  came  the  dreadful  strain,  whil< 
moment  seemed  as  long  as  an  hour,  anc 
set  teeth  and  tortured  muscles,  Olive  hu 
to  the  snow-shoes,  making  her  weight  c 
sledge  as  heavy  as  possible,  in  the  he 
keeping  it  firmly  down. 

Heave,  heave,  jerk,  jerk !  Olive  dare 
look  to  see  how  nearly  the  man  was  up. 
whole  strength  was  concerned  with  k 
herself  down.  Suddenly  the  tense  silei 
endurance  was  broken  by  a  snufiiing  grun 
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to  her,  and  she  openet!  her  eyes  to  sec  the 
Indian  sprawling  on  the  ground  by  her 
side.  He  was  safely  up,  and  the  next  thaig  to 
be  dor  3  was  to  get  off  home  as  quickly  as 
possible. 

Olive  spraug  to  her  feet  with  a  sob  of  thank- 
fulness, and  not  even  staying  to  unknot  the 
pieces  of  broken  snow-shoes  from  the  rope, 
she  fastened  it  on  to  the  sledge,  but  left  it  this 
tii^e  with  two  separate  ends,  so  that  she  might 
tale  one  track  and  the  Indian  another,  thus 
lessening  the  danger  of  another  catastrophe 
from  hidden  holes. 

Mrs.  Tall  Pine  wanted  Olive  to  ride  on  the 
sledge,  for  it  did  not  fit  in  with  her  notions  of 
social  fitness  that  the  white  girl  should  drag 
her  home  through  the  howling  storm.  But 
on  this  point  Olive  was  firm,  and  in  a  very  ttw 
minutes  she  and  the  Indian  were  scurrying 
through  the  powdery  smother,  their  snow-shoes 
^creaking  with  each  lift  of  the  foot,  but  with  no 
ither  sound  to  break  the  silence. 

Olive  looked  back  ever  so  many  times,  but 
Iways  the  squaw  was  crouched  m  the  same 
position,  half-kneeling,  half-sitting,  and  alwavs 
tightly  gripping  the  sides  of  the  sledge.  Plainly 
the  red  woman  might  be  trusted  to  take  care 
of  herself,  and  as  looking  backward  on  snow- 
shoes  was  a  highly  risky  proceeding,  Olive 
xrfr  ined  from  indulging  in  it  to  her  own  de- 
triment ;  and  presently,  to  her  great  relief,  they 
had  left  *:he  desolate  and  dangerous  valley 
behind  tnem,  and  were  climbing  the  hill  to 
Orsay. 
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She  made  them  stop  at  the  store,  and  ca' 
them  some  food,  and  though  they  made  litt 
show  of  gratitude,  the  way  in  which  th< 
hands  closed  over  the  gifts  was  more  eloque 
than  speech,  and  they  went  off  to  their  burrc 
among  the  scaffold  poles  of  the  unfinished  hoi 
with  aeep  low  grunts  of  satisfaction. 

*  Did  they  help  you  home  ?  *  asked  Gretche 
who  was  in  the  store  when  Olive  entered  wi 
the  two  Indians,  and  had  watched  the  procec 
ings  in  considerable  surprise. 

^  No,  poor  things,  I  helped  them,*  said  Oli^ 
her  voice  shiJdng  a  little,  for  now  she  realiz 
how  very  tired  out  she  was  with  all  the  str« 
she  had  gone  through.  *  Oh.  Gretchen,  the 
poor  creatures  spent  last  night  in  a  hole  in  t 
back  valley,  ana  they  must  have  stayed  th( 
all  to-night  if  I  had  not  happened  upon  the 
and  I  have  had  a  really  awful  time  getting  th< 
out.  But  although  they  must  be  nearly  p 
ished  with  cr !d  fr.id  hunger,  I  have  heard  r 
one  word  of  complaint  from  either  of  them.' 

*  Didn't  they  beg?*  asked  Gretchen  w 
a  laugh,  for  Mia.  Tall  Pine  and  her  husba 
had  grown  into  a  by-word  in  Orsay  bccai 
of  their  persistent  begging,  which,  with  a  lit 
petty  pilfering,  formed  meir  visible  means 
livelihood. 

*  Never  a  word,*  said  Olive,  *  but  I  brouj 
them  in  and  gave  them  food,  because  I  coi 
not  have  eaten  my  own  supper  to-night  if  1 1 
thought  they  were  hungry. 

*  Humph,  it  isn*t  as  if  they  were  white 
exclaimed  Gretchen ;  then  she  burst  out,  *  Nc 
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and  see  if  the  rid  saying 


am  going  to  ^  atch 
comes  true  in  this  case. 

*  What  old  saying  ?  '  sked  Olive,  who  was 
not  so  well  versed  in  the  vernacular  as  her  sister. 

*  They  say  that  the  Red  Indian  and  the  dog 
are  the  only  creatu'^-s  on  the  face  of  the  earth 
who  never  foraet  a  fiiend  or  a  foe,*  answerc;' 
Gretchen,  *  ana  I  am  anxious  to  see  whether 
Mrs.  Tall  Pine  and  old  Solemn-Sides,  her 
husband,  '  11  remember  how  you  have  helped 
them  to-day.' 

*  Time  will  prove,*  said  Olive  %htly ;  •  mean- 
while let  us  shut  up,  for  it  is  snowing  too  fast 
for  anyone  to  come  up  now,* 

*  Are  vou  going  in  to  see  Mr.  Rawson  to- 
night ?  asked  Gretchen,  as  they  covered  up 
thmgs  which  might  freeze,  and  put  lids  on  the 
mepr  barrels  for  the  night. 

*  It  is  not  necessary,*  Olive  s  \  with  out- 
ward composure,  but  a  warmer  cc  .  ur  stole  into 
her  face.  Somehow  any  mention  of  the  invalid 
always  did  embarrass  her,  although  she  tried 
very  hard  not  to  show  it.  But  her  secret 
confusion  was  due  to  the  fact  of  her  having 
seen  so  much  of  the  sick  man*s  inner  mind 
during  the  days  and  nights  that  he  was  delirious. 

*  It  may  not  be  necessary,  but  at  least  it 
would  be  kind,*  retorted  Gretchen,  with  a 
touch  of  asperity ;  *  just  think  how  awfully 
lonely  the  poor  man  must  be,  shut  up  in  that 
dismal  shed  day  after  day,  with  never  anyone 
fresh  to  speak  to  I  * 

*  Stop  a  moment,  IVe  got  an  idea  I '  ex- 
claimed Olive,  as  Gretchen  was  locking  the 
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dooi*  of  the  store.  *  Let  us  drag  the  sledge  ( 
then  we  can  take  him  from  the  shed  stra 
indoors  to  supper.  That  should  be  a  wild 
sipation  after  the  life  he  has  led  during  t] 
past  weeks.* 

'But  see  how  it  is  snowing,'  objected  Gretc 
as  they  groped  their  way  through  the  w 
smother,  which  was  thicker  than  ever. 

*  It  won't  hurt  him  if  we  cover  him  all  0 
Run  in  and  tell  him  that  we  are  coming 
him  in  ten  minutes,  will  you,  dear,  and^  I 
go  and  prepare  mother  for  his  reception,'  C 
said,  flushmg  hotly,  because  of  the  rioi 
gladness  in  her  own  heart.  She  shunned 
sort  of  intercourse  with  Anthony  Ra\ 
now  which  meant  they  two  alone,  but  to  1 
him  in  the  family  circle  was  altogether  diffei 
and  would  be  just  utterly  delightful. 

Mrs.  Scarth  was  pleased  also,  but  doubtf 
the  wisdom  of  bringing  an  invalid  through 
a  snow-storm. 

*  Oh,  we  will  take  care  of  him,  mother, 
if  it.  is  too  bad  for  him  to  go  back,  we 
put  him  to  bed  in  Benny's  room,  and  B( 
shall  sleep  on  the  settle  by  the  stove,'  sugg( 
Gretchen;  and  this  idea  being  carried 
acclamation  by  Benny,  the  two  girls 
away  to  bring  the  invahd  to  the  house. 

*  Are  you  sure  that  I  shall  not  be  in 
way?'  he  asked  wistfully,  as  he  looke 
Olive,  *A  stranger  thrust  into  the  sanctiti 
the  domestic  circle  is  apt  to  be  a  fean 
thing,  especially  in  a  small  house  at 
winter  time.' 
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•  But  you  are  not  a  stranger  now,'  she  said 
with  a  laugh,  *  and  the  sanctities  of  our  domes- 
tic circle  are  limited  to  cooking  oiu*  food  and 
mending  our  clothes;  if  these  things  don't 
bother  you,  you  won't  bother  us.  Now  please 
sit  down  on  the  sledge,  then  we  will  cover  this 
big  rug  right  over  you ;  there  will  be  two  minutes 
of  smothering  discomfort,  and  then  you  shall 
emerge  in  mother's  kitchen,  and  eat  your  supper 
amid  brisk  competition.' 

He  sat  down  on  the  sledge  without  another 
word,  and  Olive  covered  him  up,  while 
Gretchen  banked  the  fire,  for  both  of  them 
reahzed  that  the  shed  would  be  a  better  place 
for  him  at  night  than  Benny's  room,  which 
was  so  tiny  and  cold. 

It  was  not  snowing  quite  so  badly  now ;  in  an 
hour  or  two  it  might  be  entirely  clear,  but  they 
would  risk  that;  and  drawing  the  sledge  care- 
fully out  of  the  door,  which  they  shut  and 
locked,  they  went  swiftly  over  the  few  yards  of 
shovelled  and  beaten  path,  into  the  warm 
kitchen,  where  firehght,  lamplight  and  cheerful 
supper  bustle  made  it  the  most  delightful  place 
in  the  world  to  Anthony  Rawson,  after  those 
weeks  of  being  shut  up  in  the  shed. 

They  would  have  been  quite  a  merry  party 
if  it  had  not  been  for  the  shadow  which  hung 
over  the  home,  and  each  one  remembered 
that  it  was  the  pale  gaunt  stranger  in  their 
mother's  rocking-chair  who  had  found  their 
dear  father  lying  dead  in  the  canoe,  and  had 
given  the  body  the  only  possible  burial,  by 
castmg  it  mto  the  lake. 
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Even  Benny  was  subdued  as  he  thought 
it,  and  although  he  responded  civmy  enoi 
to  the  overtures  of  the  invaUd,  he  stiU  had  sc 
reserves  concerning  him. 

But  Bluey  sat  at  his  feet  m  an  attitud* 
deepest  devotion,  looking  up  at  him  v 
such  comical  scrutiny  that  the  others  cc 
not  help  smiUng,  and  Mrs.  Scarth  told  her  t 
she  would  make  Mr.  Rawson  uncomforfa 
if  she  stared  so  hard.  . 

*rm  sorry,'  she  murmured  m  confi 
apology,  *  but  he  is  so  like  Tony,  you  kn. 

Olive  started  up  with  a  look  of  alarm 
ined  to  give  Bluey  a  caution,  for  the  hke] 
suddenly  struck  her,  although  hitherto  it 
been  of  a  most  elusive  and  puzzling  charact 

But  her  warning  came  too  late,  for  leai 
forward  the  invaUd  gripped  the  httle  gir 
the  shoulder,  asking  eagerly,  *  What  do 
mean  by  saying  that  I  am  hke  Tony  ?     Th 
my  name,  you  know  I* 

Bluey  gave  a  half-scared  look  at  mm, 
turned  to  her  mother;  but  there  was  no  y, 
ing  in  Mrs.  Scarth's  face,  for  OUve  had  not  r 
common  property  of  the  story  confided  tc 
by  Anthony  Rawson.  ,    j  j  u- 

*  Is  it  your  name  ? '  the  child  asked  dubio 
*  I  thought  it  was  Anthony.  Did  they  evei 
you  **  dear  old  Tony  "  ?  ' 

*  Hush,  Bluey,  don't  talk  so  much,  dai 
you  will  tire  Mr.  Rawson,'  said  Ohve; 
now  there  was  such  an  imploring  note  u 
tone  that  even  Bluey  was  impressed. 

But  Anthony  Rawson,  his  faculties  q 
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cned  with  much  brooding,  had  been  quick  to 
detect  the  distress  in  Olive's  tone,  and  he 

^  «i  ^^"^  ^®'  ,^*^  desperate  eagerness. 
.      What  IS  It  you  know?    Wliat  are  you  keep- 

SS  ^^?^J^^y  t^  demanded,   his  panting 
breath  betraymg  his  rising  excitementf 

Uhve  had  not  helped  to  nurse  him  through 
so  many  weeks  of  sickness  without  understand- 
ing how  bad  such  fierce  excitement  was  for  him. 
and  how  it  might  throw  him  back.  So  risinc 
from  her  seat,  she  came  swiftly  to  his  side 
and  standing  with  her  hand  dropped  hghtlv 
on  histi-embling  arm,  she  said  quietly,  *  I  have 
not  kept  anything  from  you;  indeed,  until 
Bluey  began  to  talk,  I  had  no  idea  that  there 
was  anything  to  keep  back.  But  now  it  seems 
to  me  that  perhaps  we  can  tell  you  quite  a  lot 
about  vour  quest,  only  it  is  not  altogether 
happy  hearing,  so  don't  you  think  it  would  be 
J)etter  to  wait  until  the  morning  ? ' 

No,  no;  tell  me  what  there  is  to  hear. 
Don  t  you  see  that  it  is  the  uncertainty  which 
IS  so  hard  to  bear  ?  '  he  said,  looking  up  at  her 
with  the  mute  appeal  of  his  eyes  which  she 
never  could  withstand. 

fo^r   *''??®^   ^"^^   "^^^^  ''^to  her  bedroom 
lor  the  wntmg-case,  in  which  she  kept  the 

sesln    '* 'l?^'  *^^*  ^^^  ^^^"  f*>^d  in  pos- 
session  of  the   stranger    who  had  told    her 

father  about  the  gold. 

an??}!^®  ^^^  ^^/  gone  no  one  moved  nor  spoke, 

toLh'''''^  ^^  *^^.  ^^^^  b""^ng  in  the  stove 
sounded  qmte  loud  in  the  profound  hush  of  the 
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Olive  came  back  with  a  step  which  did 
falter,  but  her  face  was  very  white.    She 
feeling  that  she  must  be  brave  and  str< 
because  upon  her  would  rest  the  burdei 
keeping  the  invalid  from  breaking  down 
*  This  is  the  book,'  she  said  qaietly,  ' 
father  found  on  the  poor  man  in  the  snow 
the    Dease    Water    traU;     he    brought 
home,  but  although  mother  and  he  did  ev 
thing  they  could  for  him,  the  man  died, 
would  not  tell  his  name,  but  he  told  fathe 
a    wonderful  gold  find   he    had    come  x 
beyond  the  great  morasses.' 
'  '^  So  he  is  dead— poor  Cyril !    And  my 
search  is  over  at  last  I ' 

Anthony  Rawson's  face  was  covered 
his  hands,  and  for  a  few  moments  there 
profound   silence  in  the  room.    Then  ( 
said  gently,  *  Would  you  like  to  go  awa 
your  room  now  ?  ' 

*  Not  yet,'  he  said,  looking  up  into  her 
and  trying  to  smile.  *I  want  to  hear  ] 
about  the  matter,  all  that  your  mother 
tell  me.  Then  I  shall  try  to  take  a  leaf  o 
your  book  in  patient  bearing.  But  why 
I  not  told  of  this  before  ? ' 

*You  have  not  been  very  fit  to  hea 
tragedies,  you  know,'  Olive  reminded 
gently,  speaking  for  her  mother,  who 
looking  the  picture  of  distress  at  this  ami 
coincidence,  which  was  linking  the  man 
had  died  with  the  man  who  was  going  t 
better.  *  Besides  it  never  once  occurn 
us  that  there  was  any  connexion  betweer 
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and  the  poor  feUow  whose  discovery  laid  the 
foundation  of  aU  our  troubles.'      ^ 

*i««^^**^''^°''*^  ^  '  ^^  *«ked  blankly.  •  Par- 

ce^s  1^^'  '^T'^  inquisitive,  but  this  con- 
cerns me,  you  know.* 

.r.^'J'^^'^^  "^f:"^^  ^  ^^**^e  nearer  to  him. 
and  tafang  one  of  his  hands  in  her  kind,  gentle 

death,  neither  glossing  over  the  pathos,  nor 
S  «ii  f K\r*  i*^"'''?.  *  straight^omard  story 

Ji^T  ^*T*if  *^**  ^°*^  o*  «s  siiould  come 
to  be  dependent  on  your  kindness  I »  exclaimed 
AnthonvRawson;/ truly  there  is  nothing  in 

thmk  that  I  should  hunt  for  poor  Cyril  through 
the  length  and  breadth  of  Canad^and  then, 
without  knowing  it,  lie  sick  for  weeks  and  weeki 
under  the  very  roof  where  he  died.' 

ther^"asked'"c5L""'  *""*  ''  "^^  ^^^  ^'" 

f  hll  T  3^^^  .^*  *^**  *^e  man  who  drew 
those  sketches  is  my  brother,  and  I  suppose 
there  is  no  reasonable  doubt  that  they  were 
oone  by  the  person  on  whom  they  were  found  » 
the  invalid  said,  looking  from  oL  to  anothS, 
as  If  seeking  some  loophole  of  hope. 
So«rfK  slightest  doubt,  I  am  afraid,'  Mrs. 

Sg  at  h^g'olte?  must  have  spent,  work^ 
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*  But  how  could  he  have  worked  at  it  in 
snow  ?  And  why  did  he  stay  out  there  in 
wilderness  alone,  through  all  the  long  moi 
of  winter  ?  '  demanded  Anthony  Rawson. 

*  We  don't  know  why  he  stayed,  or  wb'^l 
lived  on ;  you  see  he  was  too  far  gone  to 
us  much,  and  sometimes  we  thought  his  n 
was  wandering,*  replied  Mrs.  Scarth. 
muttered  a  great  deal  about  some  plac( 
under  the  hill,  where  the  water  came  out 
great  fissure  in  the  rock,  and  bits  of  gold  c 
oi^t  with  it.' 

*  They  might  have  been  yellow  pebbles, 
all  that  Cyril  would  have  known  to  the  ( 
trary,'  Anthony  Rawson  said,  with  his  slow 
smile.  *  We  used  to  laugh  at  him  when 
was  a  boy,  and  tell  him  it  was  not  all  gold 
glittered,  but  he  never  could  be  convince 
spite  of  our  efforts.  Smce  I  have  been  hun 
for  him  round  in  these  prospecting  camj 
have  often  thought  how  Cyril  would  1 
been  taken  in  over  some  of  the  quartz  th 

have  seen. 

'Then  you  don't  think  that  it  was 
gold  which  your  brother  found  ?  *  brok 
Gretchen. 

He  shook  his  head.  *  I  can't  say,  of  co 
but  I  should  doubt  it.  He  had  no  prac 
knowledge,  such  as  the  ordinary  prosp( 
gains  before  setting  out,  and  he  had  no  s 
tific  lore  to  help  him  either.  And  it  s 
to  me  that  one  of  these  is  an  absolute  n 
»ty  to  success.* 

Olive  nodded  acquiescence,  because  he 
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looked  to  her  to  support  his  theory;  but  her 
heart  grew  heavy  an5  cold,  for  well  ihe  knew 
that  her  father  had  neither  of  these  qualifi- 
cations,  and  the  sadness  of  his  ending  out  there 

L^toThfe  ""'  '"^'^  "^^  «^«  ^°^d 

,.„?  KV*J?'°"^ti''®^^^^  ^^'  ^«'  t«>  break  down 
f^lfc  "JJ^rable  The  others  always  seemed 
to  take  their  cue  from  her,  and  if  she  were  sad 
they  would  be  wretched  also.  It  was  more 
than  ever  necessaiy  that  she  should  be  cheerful 
to-mght,  because  of  the  blow  that  had  come 
to  the  mvahd.  He  would  have  nothing  to 
hope  for  now,  and  who  could  teU  what  the 
coiiseqaences  might  be  ? 

K«Tl^S'^*u^r  ^  I'^^P  ^«  induced  him  to  go 
back  to  the  shed  and  get  to  bed.  They  covered 
him  with  a  big  rug,  as  before,  but  it  was  not 
snowing  now ;  instead  the  stars  roarkled  frostily 
m  the  clear  blue  of  the  sky,  and  it  looked  as  if 

ir      c  ^®^®  beginning  m  earnest. 

Mrs.  Scarth  went  over  to  the  shed  with  th. 
grls,  and  steyed  talking  in  her  gentle  comforting 

thll^^  /u? T"" ""^^ ^^^ ^° strangely reache! 
the  end  of  his  long  quest  that  night;  but  Olive 
and  Gretchen  went  back  together,  then  sat  by 
the  stove  to  brush  their  hair  before  going  to  bed. 
I  suppose  he  wiU  just  go  and  be  iU  again 
to-morrow,  now  that  he  has  found  out  that  it 
was  lus  brotJier  who  died  here,'  said  Gretchen, 
d?rlV  b-'W-resentful  nod  of  her  head  in  the 
airection  of  the  shed. 

believe 


when  the  first  shock 


is  over,  he  will  get  bette* 
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.U  th.  ferter  to  ta^  hi. Jong  h^l- 
of  her  hair  wiU*  "'"Itl^L  r  ^dGretchen 

of  person,  *.»* '* /^Y^e^  S,  lovewith  hii 

Tsht?  f^^o' at 'eW  «x  monih^»  = 
^'  Gretchen,  whateVCT  makes  yo"  ""«!  "^j 

SrcS7C'h*r,overhereyes.to. 

^^  ^el^sThe^^  but  OUve  crov« 
^y  the  stove,  trying  to  queU  the  not  of  emo 
the  careless  words  had  roused. 


CHAPTER  THE  TWENTIETH 
The  Third  and  Fourth   Fingers 

Although  there  was  frost  that  night  there 
was  a  blizzard  next  day,  and  for  a  week  that 
sort  of  thing  went  on  with  disconcerting 
regularity. 

Olive  would  not  have  irJnded  so  much  if 
the  blizzards  had  come  at  night  when  it  was 
possible  to  stay  indoors.  But  in  the  day 
there  was  always  the  urgent,  pressing  need  to 
be  abroad.  Some  days,  however,  in  that  week 
of  snow-fall  it  was  not  possible  to  be  abroad, 
and  business  was  almost  at  a  standstill.  ^ 

Anthony  Rawson  was  a  prisoner  in  the 
shed  for  nearly  the  whole  of  that  time.  Once 
only  were  they  able  to  bring  him  to  the  house 
for  supper.  He  was  acutely  depressed  by  the 
knowledge  of  his  brother's  death,  upon  which 
he  had  stumbled  in  such  an  unexpected  fashion, 
thanks  to  Bluey. 

It  would  not  have  occurred  to  any  of  them 
to  connect  the  nameless  stranger  with  An- 
thony Rawson's  prodigal  brother,  but  for  that 
Ukeness ;  yet  when  once  the  resemblance  had 
been  noticed,  and  the  sketch-book  put  into 
Mr.  Rawson's  hands,  he  himself  was  able  to 
idv,*icify  several  of  the  sketches  as  having  been 
made  m>m  bits  of  scen«y  about  his  old  home. 
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The  patience  he  had  displayed  in  his  !< 
search  stood  him  in  good  stead  now.  I 
he  faced  his  grief  with  the  same  fortitude  t 
he  had  brought  to  bear  upon  the  following 
clues  which  always  ended  in  disappointmc 
Only  the  trouble  was  that  he  had  so  httle  boc 
strength  to  stand  up  against  it. 

After  a  week  of  snow-storms,  the  weat 
cleared,  becoming  gloriously  fine.  There  y 
bright  sunshine,  clear  skies,  and  sparkl 
frost,  with  such  exhilaration  in  the  air  t 
the  hardest  toil  became  a  pleasure. 

Olive  was  abroad  before  the  sun  got 
She  had  packed  the  sledge  on  the  previous  ( 
in  the  hope  of  better  weather,  and  now  t 
it  had  come,  she  was  minded  to  lose  no  ti 
in  going  tiie  round  of  her  customers,  some 
whom  must  be  very  badly  off  for  the  comn 
necessaries  by  this  time. 

From  dawning  right  on  until  past  noon 
was  going  from  hous|  to  house  down 
creek  side,  even  venturing  across  the  fro: 
water  to  carry  provisions  to  the  scattered  n 
dents  on  the  further  shore.  When  she  ca 
back  between  one  and  two  o'clock,  she  loci 
so  tired  that  Mrs.   Scarth   besought  her  1 


to  go  out  again. 


'm  so  hungry,  there  is  nothing  else 
matter  with  me,'  she  said,  dropping  down  ui 
the  settle  for  a  brief  rest,  whilst  Gretcl 
dished  up  a  savoury  stew  for  the  midday  m* 
of  which  to-day  they  stood  urgently  in  ne 
'  And  isn't  that  matter  enough.  Miss  Olivt 
asked  a  quiet  voice  behind  her;  and  turning 
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quick  ■urprisc  ghe  saw  that  Anthony  Rawion 
was  standing  close  bes  .c  her.  ^       ^'^^ 

uuirBt^'  ^°"  7^'  "»  ^^  the  shed  ? »  the 
asked  m  ouick  surprise.  "^^ 

invalid,  and  to-morrow  I  am  coinff  to  stArf 

with  a  frank  acceptance  of  proffered  assist 

oDiiration  was  so  heavy 

ask  ^^"hf  ?oii  ?"'  I'  ^/*y-    ^y  didn't  you 
^ess^'""^  '     ^'  ^^'"^^^^  ^th  bo/ish 


this  evS"^  ^^  sit  writing  wnen  i  come  in 

^iSi  1^^^'  ^  °''^,  *°.  ^^  ^^^«n  I  ani  tired 
^ri  .  *^®  ^°^^  of  the  day,  but  even  th^ 
sight  of  a  pen  fills  me  with  loktWnVS  aS 
plainly  I  am  not  a  literary  character   or  rf^ 

haTXa'T  '  ^"^^  *  ^^'  above  ektrL^'o? 
oacon,  lard,  flour,  sugar  and  tea.' 

ti J  fv^n^f  ^^^  ?^*  y*>"  ^°"W  be  too 
do^ '  h^  ^^'^''  ^^^"^  y^"'  day's  work  is 
w  *^  ^f  ,^d.  as  he  turned  his  attention 
towards  helping  Gretchen  lay  th-  table 

Oh,  I  love  to  have  a  bit  of  i  ^ork  then  ' 

air  of  luxurious  ease.  •  Don't  you  see,  it  is  my 
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hold-fart  to  femininity,  to  uw  needle  and  eott 
when  my  day's  work  is  ^on«».*n<*,°' ^°i 
when  the  mending  -  not  Ff .f"«» J.  **®^  "^^ 
thing  that  if  uscles  and  futile.  All  over  1 
world  women  are  revolting  Bfgmat  woma 
work,  despising  the  needle,  and  all  the  hom 
old-fashioned  activities  in  which  our  grai 
mothers  and  great-grandmothers  used  to  glo 
but  if  those  same  women  ha ^  to  go  atl 
in  all  weathers,  and  to  do  hard  toilsc 
tasks  from  morning  until  night,  they  wo 
go  back  to  the  crochet,  knitting  and  samp 

quickly  enoujgh.'  u  1  •  -  u;-  u- 

*  I  doubt  it.'  he  answered,  shaking  his  he 
*  The  modem  woman,  even  when  she  is  c 
a  ffirl,  is  much  too  sensible  to  waste  year 
valuable  life  in  embroidering  impossible  st< 
and  six-legged  lions  on  canvas.  But  must 
go  am  ther  journey  agu.n  to-day  T  You  ^ 
Sway  before  daylight,  I  believe. 

*  A  few  more  miles  won't  hurt  me.  she  i 
eating  with  the  appetite  ar^d  keen  apprecia 
of  food  which  only  the  hai  /.  toiler  really  kn< 

*  Where  have  you  to  go.  Ohve  ?    asked 

Scarth  anxiously.  .,     -r.      ^  wi 

*  I  must  make  my  way  up  the  Dease  vv 
trail,  to  the  place  where  the  Shindlers  1 
settled,  mother.  No  one  hus  been  dowr 
days,  and  they  must  be  m  rather  a  poor  pi 
I  fancy.  I  shall  take  flour,  meal,  bacon 
that  sort  of  thing,'  Om  e  answered. 

*Why  don't  these  people  come  and  i 
their  own  purchases  ? '  fisked  Anthony  J 
son.    *  I  don't  see  that  you  shomd  go  s 
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•hoeing  miles  and  miles,  facing  all  sorts  of 
weather,  and  dangers  too,  for  the  sake  of  supplv- 
in^  them  with  tea  and  tobacco.* 

*u  ?  *J  ^"»''*«"'  }  suppose,  and  I  want  all 
the  trade  I  can  get.*  Ohve  stid  brightly;  » and 
m  the  case  of  the  Shindlers  it  may  be  urgently 
necessary  for  someone  to  go.  The  man 
suffers  very  much  from  rheumatism,  and  some 
days  18  so  lame  that  he  can  hardly  get  about 
at  all.  Mrs.  Shindler  cannot  walk  on  snow- 
shoe^  they  have  no  hired  help,  and  so  it  is 
plamly  the  duty  of  someone  to  go  and  see 
row  they  are  faring.' 

*  A  few  days  more,  and  I  shall  be  able  to 
go  with  you,  I  hope,  for  I  am  rather  a  dab 
r^  snow-shoeing.  Perhaps  I  could  manage  it 
this  afternoon  if  it  is  not  too  far,*  Anthony 
Rawson  said,  moving  about  the  small  room 
with  the  restless  air  of  a  man  wlio  has  been 
long  shut  up  against  his  will. 

*  Oh,  no,  no ;  it  is  not  to  be  thought  of  I  * 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Scarth,  in  alarm. 

'  Don't  wciTy,  mother ;  we  do  not  allow  con- 
valescent invalids  to  do  foolhardy  things  in  this 
establishment,'  laughed  Olive;  and  then  when 
she  had  rested  and  fed,  she  prepared  to  set  out 
on  her  journey,  which  was  really  as  much 
an  errand  of  charity  as  of  business. 

Grctchen  came  out  to  the  store  and  helped 
her  pack  some  more  things  on  to  the  sledge, 
and  Olive  exclaimed  in  surprise  at  the  tidiness 
of  the  place,  which  she  had  left  in  a  fearful 
muddle  in  the  morning. 

*  Mr.  Rawson  has  been  out  here  helping 


me. 
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said  Gretchen ;  *  he  says  that  he  means  to  work 
every  day  now  whUe  he  stays  here.  Shan  t 
we  miss  him  dreadfuUy  wheri  he  goes  away? 

•  When  is  he  gomg  ? '  asked  Ohve,  looking  up 
quickly,  and  with  more  consternation  m  her 
Jyes  tnan  she  knew  or  guessed. 

*  I  don't  know.  Indeed,  he  does  not  know  him- 

self  untU  letters  come  from  England,  and  they 

may  be  a  good  while  on  the  road  at  this  time 

S  the  yelr,'  Gretchen  said,  turmng  her  head 

awav  so  that  she  might  not  seem  to  be  scanning 

OUve's  tell-tale  facef   *  He  told  mother  yester 

day  that  even  though  his  aunts  had  cast  hm 

off    he  could  claim  enough  from  his  uncle 

executors  to  pay  for  his  board,  lodging  anc 

nSg  all  these  weeks.    But  of  course  mothe 

said  she  wouldn't  take  the  money.    Oh,  dew 

why  are  people  so  dreadfully  proud  when  the, 

^  poor  ?    I  do  want  a  new  frock  so  badlj 

and  think  of  the  books  his  board-money  woiJ 

buy  1    Oh,  do  make  mother  take  it,  then  w 

shall  feel  almost  rich  1 ' 

For  once,  however.  Ohve  was  neither  r< 
sponJive  nor  practical.  ;  No,  no,  Gretchei 
we  could  not  take  money  from  him;  of  cour 
it  is  not  to  be  thought  of,'  she  said  in  some  co 
hision ;  then  she  hurriedly  finished  her  packii 

^"?w'Sfw^,her:'"a  pretty  state  of  things 
muttered  Gretchen.  turning  round  and  f acii 
a  grinning  advertisement  of  Monkey  Brai 
soap,  as  ^  the  impish-looking  monkey-m 
were  her  closest  confidant.  *  Here  is  Oh 
the  level-headed,  losing  her  heart  over  tJ 
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tiresome  man,  who  has  been  the  tonnent  of 
our  lives  aU  these  weeks,  and  now  she  will  be 
as  proud  and  mdependent  as  Dora,  or  perhaps 
even    worse  I    Bah,    IVe   no   patience   with 
people  who  won't  take  money  for  their  work 
1  mean  to  take  it  myself,  when  I  get  a  chance! 
or  else  I  won't  do  the  work.    For  why  in  the 
name  of  common  sense  should  we  toil  ourselves 
to  skin  and  bone,  deny  ourselves  every  pleasant 
thing  m  hfe,  for  the  sake  of  an  utter  stranger, 
and    then    refuse    to    take    that    stranger's 
money,  when  he  can  well  afford  to  pay.  Now 
I  ask,  why  should  we  ?  ' 

But  the  monkey-man  only  grinned  at  his 
reflection  m  the  frying-pan  in  the  advertise- 
^^iH   P*^*^^e,  and  answered  nothing  at  aU. 

Meanwhile  Olive  was  skimming  along  the 
pease  Water  trail,  dragging  the  sledgi  be- 
hmd  her  intent  on  getting  her  journey  over 
as  quickly  as  possible.  She  was  angry  with 
herself  for  having  been  so  upset  about  Gret- 
Chen  s  tidings.  Of  course  Mr.  Rawson  would 
go  away  as  soon  as  a  belated  mail  brought  him 
money  for  his  journey,  and  the  episode  of 
his  long  stay  with  them  would  be  over.  He 
had  been  so  very  ill  that  it  would  be  onlv 
natural  to  miss  him  a  httle.  But  as  to  taking 
money  from  him  to  pay  for  the  trouble  he  had 
given,  It  was  not  to  be  thought  of,  not  for  a 
moment.  ^  "  ^w  » 

It  was  true  what  Gretchen  said :  at  this 
moment,  Olive  was  as  proud  or  even  prouder 
than  Dora,  and  as  fiercely  resentful  at  the 
thought   of  being   paid   for  her   work.    She 
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was  a  real  Scarth  at  the  bottom,  with  her  share 
of  the  family  pride  in  generous  measure,  onl} 
hitherto  she  had  been  influenced  by  the  neces- 
sity of  doing  her  very  best  for  other  people, 
and  so  the  pride  had  been  thrust  into  the  back- 
ground. 

Inwardly  fuming,  but  outwardly  serene  anc 
alert,  she  had  got  over  more  than  half  the 
distance,  when  she  sa^/  a  figure  rapidly  ap- 
proaching through  a  break  in  the  blac^  cluster- 
ing pine  trees — the  very  spot  where  she  had 
seen  her  father  disappear. 

For  one  wild,  heart-sick  moment  she  gazed 
at  the  swiftly-moving  figure  in  a  tumult  o; 
mingled  hope,  apprehension  and  despair.  Thei 
coming  to  a  stand,  she  waited  for  the  travellei 
to  approach. 

He  was  an  Indian — ^that  she  had  seen  at  f 
second  glance,  and  it  flashed  upon  her  all  a1 
once  that  he  might  be  an  emissary  of  Jules 
WebUng. 

Somehow  the  heart  in  her  grew  cold  anc 
hard  as  she  waited.  She  was  not  sweet  anc 
forgiving  lik  Dora,  who  had  so  far  put  malic( 
and  imcharitableness  away  from  her,  as  to  b( 
anxious  that  the  enemy  who  had  stolen  the 
letter  and  dogged  their  father's  way  in  the 
wilderness,  should  be  rescued  from  the  positior 
in  which  his  craft  had  placed  him. 

The  Indian  might  have  been  own  brothe] 
to  the  husband  of  Mrs.  Tall  Pine  by  the  loop 
of  him ;  evidently  he  belonged  to  the  same  tribe 
and  had  the  same  propensity  for  begging. 

'  Have  pity,  merciful  white  trader.     Have 
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pity  on  the  sick  and  poor  I '  he  began  in  slow 
set  speech,  his  English  being  so  much  more 
easy  of  understanding  than  she  had  expected 
that  she  said  quickly— 

I  Who  are  you  ?  Where  have  you  come  from  ?' 
A  white  man  is  sick  in  the  land  beyond  the 
great  morasses;  he  has  not  long  to  live,  and  he 
yearns  for  tea,  for  sugar,  and  terbacker.*  The 
red  man  b-nught  out  the  last  words  with  such 
a  snap  of  nis  jaws  that  she  could  not  help 
smihng,  for  well  she  guessed  that  the  tobacco 

s  not  for  the  sick  man,  but  for  this  ambas- 
brtdor  of  his  who  had  ventured  so  near  to 
civilization. 

*  But  if  I  give  you  these  things,  what  have 
you  to  give  me  in  return  ? '  she  asked.  A  little 
shiver  crept  over  her  as  she  spoke,  for  weU  she 
realized  that  if  the  Indian  chose  to  take  what 
he  wanted  by  force,  she  could  hardly  withstand 
him,  seeing  that  he  was  a  powerful  man,  and 
she  only  a  girl. 

But  his  intentions  were  plainly  witl^  out  miile : 
he  whined  a  great  deal,  held  out  his  hands  in 
imploring  fashion,  and  appealed  to  her  pity. 

The  white  man  is  sick,  he  is  sure  to  die: 
white  men  always  die  when  they  are  sick;  buw 
h-  IS  hrnig^  for  the  things  of  his  own,  the 
food  and  the  drink  which  are  not  bark  and 
melted  snow  water,  or  even  the  flesh  of  moose 
and  caribou  dried  by  greenwood  smoke.  Give, 
give,  white  trader,  give,  for  I  also  have  for  to 
trade  he  said,  dragging  at  his  garment  of  skin, 
as  u  to  show  that  he  had  some  treasure  there. 
What  IS  your  trade  ?  '  she  asked,  more  for 
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the  sake  of  seeing  what  it  was  he  had  to  givf 
than  from  any  real  intention  of  withholding 
what  was  necessary. 

The  fellow  produced  a  tiny  bag  of  deerskin, 
beautifully  embroidered  with  porcupine  quills— 
an  article  which  a  collector  would  have  rave^ 
over— and  without  a  word  he  laid  it  in  Olive'e 
hand,  then  pointed  to  the  sledge,  as  if  eagei 
to  help  himself  and  be  gone. 

But  there  was  sometmng  in  the  bag,  anc 
she  drew  it  out  with  fingers  which  trembled  sc 
much  that  she  nearly  dropped  bag  and  al 
upon  the  snow. 

Then  a  cry  of  amazement  broke  from  her 
It  was  a  lady  s  ring  that  she  had  pulled  out  o: 
the  bag,  a  little  gold  ring  with  two  hands  clasped 
and  inside  the  words '  Until  death.'  A  shudde] 
shook  her  then,  for  this  was  the  ring  whicl 
Jules  Webling  had  begged  her  to  accept  am 
wear,  that  time  at  Redway  Falls,  when  h 
had  asked  her  to  marry  him.  A  wave  o 
repulsion  had  swept  over  her  then,  and  the  sami 
feeling  was  upon  her  now.  She  wanted  to  tak 
the  ring  and  the  bag,  and  thrust  them  into  thi 
hand  of  the  solemn  savage,  then  hurry  awa^ 
to  try  and  forget  all  about  it. 

But  she  must  not  yield  to  her  feeling ;  it  wa 
better  to  trade  than  to  encourage  beggmg 
which  to  the  Indian  was  always  next  door  t< 
thievery.  So  she  spread  the  cover  of  he 
sledge  upon  the  snow,  laid  the  ring  and  th 
embroidered  bag  upon  it  at  c  le  end,  and  at  th 
other  a  little  pile  of  groceries,  tea,  sugai 
cocoa,  a  packet  of  oatiaeal  and  some  tobacco. 
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The  Indian's  stolid  face  took  on  an  eager 
gleam  at  the  sight  of  the  tobacco,  but  he  never 
moved  or  spoke  as  OUve  hunted  through  hep 
goods,  to  see  what  else  there  was  which  she 
might  spare  out  of  sheer  goodwill  towards 
the  succour  of  her  father's  enemy.  Then  she 
came  upon  a  smaU  tin  of  biscuits,  which  she 
had  intended  as  a  present  for  Mrs.  Shindler, 
who  had  been  very  kind  to  them  when  she 
hved  in  Orsay  village.  Mrs.  Shindler  must 
^ait  until  next  time  for  the  little  gift,  so 
Olive  decided.  And  she  laid  the  package  in 
the  trade  lump  intimating  that  it  was  a  gift, 
and  also  her  last  word  with  regard  to 
trade.  ** 

*Ugh,  ugh,  ugh!'  grunted  the  red  man,  in 
what  sounded  like  severe  disapproval,  but  was 
m  reality  high  satisfaction.  Then  as  Olive 
picked  up  the  bag  with  the  ring,  and  drew 
back,  he  came  nearer,  and  stooping  down  be- 

ganto  stow  the  stores  in  a  wolf-skin  bag,  which 
e  afterwards  slung  on  his  back,  as  a  squaw 
would  sling  a  papoose  bag.  Then  with  another 
series  of  gnmts,  which  might  mean  anything 
or  nothing,  he  slipped  his  moccasined  feet 
into  the  straps  of  his  snow-shoes,  and  made  off 
back  by  the  way  he  had  come,  at  a  pace  which 
reduced  Olive  to  envy  and  jealousy. 

'  If  I  could  only  go  like  that  I '  she  muttered, 
as  she  watched  him  skimming  across  the  snow. 
I  m  pretty  good  for  an  amateur,  but  one  has 
to  be  bom  and  brought  up  in  the  sno^  to  do 
justice  to  snc  ^hoes,  ant  English  snowfall 
as  a  rule  is  much  more  heavy  or  diffi- 
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cult  to  deal  with  than  Canadian  hoarfrosi 
so  how  can  the  English-bom  even  hope  0 
expect  to  excel  at  that  sort  of  thing  7  ' 

She  lauffhed  to  herself  as  she  set  out  agaii 
to  finish  her  journey.  Her  heart  was  li^te 
now  than  for  many  a  long  day ;  she  had  don 
her  best  to  send  succour  to  the  man  who  hat 
tried  to  rob  her  father ;  and  now  that  she  kne\ 
he  was  actually  there,  she  would  also  do  he 
best  to  send  «  party  to  his  help. 

It  was  such  a  relief  that  the  worryinj 
mysteries  of  the  past  few  months  were  wearinj 
themselves  threadbare.  Nothing  of  coursi 
could  bring  her  dear  father  to  life  ;  bu 
Jules  Webling  was  not  responsible  for  hi 
death,  and  it  might  have  even  been  a  comfor 
to  hor  father  to  have  had  a  companion  durinj 
those  weeks  of  hunting  for  gold,  before  hi 
started  to  return  in  the  canoe. 

The  Shindlers  were  tremendously  glad  t< 
see  her.  It  was  as  she  had  imaging;  th< 
man  was  invalided  from  rheumatism,  and  th 
woman  could  not  stir  ten  strides  on  snow 
shoes.  A  hired  man  was  what  they  needed 
and  although  they  could  ill  afford  the  expense 
they  besought  Oiive  to  find  someone  wh< 
would  be  glad  tc -  live  with  them  for  his  boar< 
until  the  winter  was  past,  or  poor  Shindler' 
rheumatism  was  better. 

They  told  her  that  the  Indian  had  been  t 
them  begging  for  sick-white-man*s-food,  bu 
their  stores  were  so  low  that  they  had  nothinj 
to  give  him  and  had  sent  him  on  to  Orsav) 
telling  him  that  he  would  probably  meet  th 
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Sh^^llt^^u  ^^  "**'"  ^  Jon^  «»  she  dared. 
Shfn^?  """^u**^  "^^  ^'^^^  ^d  d^ores  for  Mrs 

ne«r;,1  ]7?     *^^'',  i'"**  *^  *  young  mooS  ap- 

hir  Vnr^  *^^°^y  ^^*^^  ^^^«^*«»  she  set  out  on 
nn  «!^^T*"^  J**.^«y-    ^o"'  niiles  of  racinff 

^La  hl'?^:?*?  "^^^  ,*^*  ^'"Pty  sledge  S 
alongbehmd  her  would  havelbeen  pu?e  enjoy? 

woSc'  fr^i*"  I?'!  '*^*^«^«  °'  h«  long  Siy^g 

Rob  Shindler  said  that  he  had  heard  wolves 
howhn^r  round  the  lonely  little  shwl^  T  the 
long  nights  when  his  rh^eumatism  ^ould  not 

sh^  am- vpf  i  ^^^^^y  ^  *^*  '^^y  l^ome.  where 
Kiit.^  •lu'lu*?^  '"^  perspiration,  and  trem- 
bhng  with  the  haste  she  had  made. 

Irretchen  and  Mr.  Rawson  had  locked  un  the 
store  for  the  night,  aU  the  chores  w«eCe 
and  supper  was  ready.  Then  there  would  be 
the  long  cosy  evening  round  the  stove  the 
mere  thought  of  whic^  cheered  Olivera;  she' 
S'co  W  ""''  "^*^^---  t-sl^s  in  the 
iJ^l  even  found  time  this  evening  to  run 

nW  Sf ^  i^^'u?  '^^'^'^  woollen  blouse,  to  re- 
fev      A^^  J^"*^  jersey  that  she  had  worn 

fook«f',.f  »."''*' if  ^"^  ?P  '''  h^^  throat  as  she 
looked  at  herself  m  the  glass;  it  was  black 
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she  ought  to  be  wearing  for  her  father,  bi 
the  coSd  not  bear  to  do  it,  even  though  si 
knew  that  hope  for  him  was  at  an  end. 

When  supper  was  over  and  Gretchen  wi 
clearing  the  dishes,  while  Anthony  Raws< 

Sroceeded  to  finish  the  booking  under  01m 
irection,  she  drew  out  the  Uttle  embroider( 
bag  which  she  had  received  from  the  India 
and  called  upon  them  to  admire  it. 

*  What  is  there  inside  ?  *  asked  Mrs.  Scart 
when  Olive  told  the  story  of  how  she  had  ne 
succour  to  Jules  Webling,  who  was  sick  and 

*  A  ring,'  said  Olive,  and  to  her  utter  disgu 
she  blushed  red  as  a  peony,  right  up  to  t 
roots  of  her  hair,  while  Gretchen  stared  at  h 
in  blank  surprise,  and  Mrs.  Scarth  look 
mildly  disturbed. 

'Whose  ring?*  demanded  Gretchen,  w 
had  left  her  dishes  and  was  standma  close 
Olive,  holding  the  ring  on  the  palm  of  her  har 

'  It  is  Jules  Weblu^'s  rin^ ;  I  have  seen  it 
his  possession,'  Olive  said  faintly. 

*  Pardon  me,  it  was  my  mother's  betrotl 
ring;  inside  there  is  the  motto,  "Until  deatl 
Chrril  had  it  and  always  wore  it.  He  mi 
have  given  it  to  that  man  Jules  WebUn 
broke  m  the  voice  of  Anthony  Rawson,  witl 
rasp  of  anger;  then  he  asked,  *Did  Webli 

wear  it  ? '  ,  ^,.         .  ▼ 

*  I  never  saw  him  wear  it,'  said  Ohve.  I 
rather  small,  you  see ;  then  he  had  1  1 
third  and  fourth  fingers  on  his  left  hand,  ^l 
the  right  was  enlarged  at  the  joints.' 
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•The  third  aod  fourth  fliii»Ts  on  hi«  l.n 
.     What  ?    VHiat  T    What  ? »  shriek*>*i  ni.v. 
^•J^*^*^y°"  *^'^   I*  ^as  Jules  Weblina  whn 


CHAPTER  THE  TWE^TTY-FIRST 
Olive's  Desperate  Undertaking 

Gretchen  screamed  in  a  sort  of  unbelievii 
ecstasy,  while  Bluey  and  Benny,  who  he 
been  doing  fretwork  in  the  comer,  Jumped  i 
to  know  what  all  the  commotion  was  abou 

Mr.  Scarth  had  risen  to  her  feet  and  stoc 
leaning  against  the  table,  swaying  to  and  fr 
while  her  face  was  as  white  as  a  sheet. 

Then  Olive  turned  upon  Anthony  Rawso 
her  eyes  blazing,  her  breath  coming  in  sho 
gasps.  *  Why,  why,  did  you  not  tell  us  bef or 
that— that  the  body  had  lost  the  third  ai 
fourth  fingers  of  the  left  hand  ? '  she  crie 
stamping  her  foot  on  the  floor  as  if  to  hast< 
his  reply. 

*  Because  I  never  thought  of  it,'  he  answeri 
simply.  *  I  noted  the  fact  at  the  time,  but 
suppose  the  long  weeks  of  sickness  drove  it  o 
of  my  mind.  And  then  you  were  all  so  su 
it  was  your  father  that  I  did  not  rack  my  brai 
as  I  might  have  done  for  a  means  of  identi 
cation." 

*  Mother,  mother,  dear  father  is  alive  I  1 
is  alive,  do  you  hear !  *  cried  Olive,  flingi] 
her  arms  about  her  mother  with  a  glad  sho 
of  joyful  exultation,  while  Bluey  and  Beni 
burst    into    ringing    *-'\rrahs,    and    Gretch 


so  sure 


Olive's  Desperate  Undertaking  3,, 

Anthony  Rawson  stared  at  th*m  .v  - 
ment.    Ever  mnt^  kVkTj  V    ^*™  ***  amaze- 

it's  ^rZ^Sr  ^K~  a? 

.  ^"*  'Of  Ave  minutes  they  were  lik#»  a  c-f  ^# 
urecponsible  school-childr^inff  k  i  *  ***  ^' 
durance,  and  not^Un  fi^^^^^^  ''''*  ?i 

with  the  flush  of  i^ew^h^nfi'"'*'""'  ""'' 
her  worn  face,  she  eri^d'^^t  i'^f^utte' 
misery  m  her  tone,  '  But  Olive   he  i»  iM  I 

cannotTir  VSe  Liv  wi°  *"  H"'  '"  ^ 
husband  ! '       '^  ^  °°8"  »P«rt  from  my 

'  You  can't  go,  mother  sweet,  it  is  too  f»r 
Three  days  on  snow-shoes  bevond  fhl  ; 

morasses,'  said  OUre    hV7  J^i^         "■*  8^' 
and.pitifid,  as  she  rS*'^' her' moS  A'l^' 
ro  m  her  arms;  then  she  burst^ufS  Ti^ht 
lant  shout.    •  But  1  will  ao  t^  i^l  ^  .  '" 

da.rli,.g,  and  when  hlis^weU^  ^^^hT*',! 
bnng  him  home,  .ome,  h^me  ^11,^.^4' 
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him  home,  do  you  hear  T    And  we  will  all  hi 
as  happ3^  as  we  were  in  the  days  of  long  ago^ 


^. ights  in  the  open 

while  Gretchen  began  to  cry  and  the  tw( 
younger  children  fairly  howled. 

But  Olive  was  already  struggling  into  he 
big  coat  and  winding  a  woollen  muffler  roun< 
and  round  her  head,  while  she  issued  shor 
orders  in  the  tone  of  one  who  means  to  b 
obeyed. 

*  Put  on  a  coat,  Gretchen,  and  come  to  hel] 
me  get  the  canoe  out  of  the  store.  I  am  goin 
to  put  it  on  the  sledge  and  drag  it  down  t 
Roland  Herne*s  place.  He  is  in  bed  with 
frightfully  bad  cold,  but  he  has  got  to  get  up  an 
put  sledge-runners  on  the  canoe  for  me,  an 
have  it  up  here  two  hours  before  dawn.  For 
mean  to  start  at  daylight,  and  go  to  brin 
father  home. 

*  Olive,  you  can't  do  a  journey  like  that- 
alone  !  *  wailed  Mrs.  Scarth;  but  Gretche 
with  a  set  white  face  flew  to  obey  her  sister 
commands.  Olive  would  be  sure  to  find 
way  out  of  the  trouble,  was  her  unspoke 
thought,  and  she  must  be  ready  herself  f< 
everything  that  was  required  of  her. 

*  I  shall  not  go  alone,  mother ;  I  am  going  1 
hire  Mrs.  Tall  Pine  and  her  husband  to  esco 

They  will  travel  over  the  snow  bett 


me. 


than  white  people,  and  I  shall  have  the  advai 
tage  of  a  woman's  company,  even  though  she 
only  a  red  one.' 
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wai  dra/ffina  n«   K        •«««  Gretchen,  who 
ju.t  m^nt  to  take  his  .hare  inTS^fwnTft 

of»?»i?^-^^C;tS°^ 

£?.'^.r  ht  Tan7e„«^- iiii^  0I 

speech  between  them  •  » Mr  1?I^^  ?  P^*'** 

v^L^f    '""  "°*  *^«n  want  to  go  with  me 
Even  if  you  were  in  perfect  heilth  ih.  • 

would  be  a  trial  as  you  have  had  ^o  ^.T^ 
on  snow-shoes  this  winter     Ihen  how '^ould? 
eave  mother  and  the  children,  even  fir  a  week 
If  you  were  not  here  to  look  after  them  ?    Ti, ' 

Xe^Z  iTfo^get """'  "''«^""«  ^'^'''^ 
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as  this  journey  which  Olive  proposed  to  under 
take.  But  it  was  especially  trying  for  him 
because  he  loved  her,  and  no  man  can  calmh 
bear  to  be  written  down  for  a  weakhng,  even  in  j 
temporary  sense,  by  the  girl  he  yearns  to  protec 
and  care  for. 

*  Why  need  you  go  at  all  ?  *  he  burst  out 

*  Give  me  the  map  and  an  Indian,  and  I  wil 
go  and  bring  your  father  home  for  you  1 ' 

*  I  know  you  would,'  she  answered,  ani 
there  were  tears  in  her  eyes  which  she  could  no 
brush  away,  for  he  was  holding  both  her  hand 
clasped  in  his  and  looking  at  her  with  his  secre 
written   in  big    capitals  all    across  his    face 

*  But  don't  you  see  it  is  father,  my  dea 
father,  who  is  ill  in  the  wilderness,  and  he  wil 
long  more  than  anything  else  for  a  sight  of  on 
of  his  own.  Mother  cannot  possibly  go,  Dor; 
is  not  here,  Gretchen  is  too  young,  so  I  mus 
go.  And  oh,  do  make  it  easy  for  me  to  gc 
please,  please  1 ' 

His  hands  took  a  harder  grip  of  hers,  unti 
the  pressure  fairly  hurt  her,  and  his  voice  wa 
hoarse  as  he  said,  *  Trust  me,  I  will  do  what 
can.' 

*  Oh,  Mr.  Rawson,  do  you  think  she  ough 
to  be  allowed  to  go  ?  '  sobbed  Mrs.  Scarth. 

*  I  am  afraid  she  must.  Indeed,  I  see  n 
other  way,'  he  answered  gloomily;  but  h 
still  kept  hold  of  Olive's  hands,  and  now  h 
pushed  her  gently  down  on  to  the  settle,  sayin 
quietly,  *  Now,  Miss  Scarth,  if  you  are  goin 
to  start  at  dawn,  you  must  go  to  bed  at  once 
and  leave  the  rest  to  us.    I  will  see  the  Indian 
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and  anange  terms  wif  th^m.    I  .AH  also  helo 

TOC  canoe,  then  your  mc;ttr  and  Miss  Gretehen 
Wff"  to  pack  it  for  the  journey  ' 
.  aut  there  are  so  many  thines  I  must  sei>  t,, 

iSn^r'"?  {°'.'''^«'  »d  that  sort  ot 

away  that  she  could  ^everrec^n^^^^ 
yielded  meekly  to  a  will  f w  *  ^^®  ^^^ 

than  her  o^5  ^'^^^  "^^^  "^^^^g^^ 

bed^^n^f '^^  *?^    ^^"^y  *^^s«ed  her  off  to 
SD^;  '^^l^^^'^'S  ^^^  as  if  she  were  a  baby   in 
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*  Oh,  Bluey,  she  is  so  cold,  it  will  take  her  s( 
long  to  go  to  sleep  I '  cried  Mrs.  Scarth,  as  sh( 
chafed  Olive's  feet  with  her  trembling  hands 

*I'll  get  into  bed  and  warm  her,  mother 
that  will  make  her  go  to  sleep  quickly,'  said  th< 
little  girl,  crawHng  in  at  the  lower  end  of  th( 
bed,  and  taking  Olive's  feet  under  her  care 
then  sht  added  briskly,  *  When  she  is  niceb 
asleep,  I'll  come  back  to  the  kitchen  and  hel] 
you  pack  the  things  for  father.  I  shall  jus 
love  to  be  up  all  night.' 

Mrs.  Scarth  nodded  and  went  away,  but  whei 
she  looked  in  half  an  hour  later,  both  Oliv 
and  Bluey  lay  wrapped  in  profound  slumbei 
and  she  withdrew  as  noiselessly  as  she  ha( 

come. 

Meanwhile  Anthony  Rawson  and  Gretche 
had  gone  to  the  store,  and  had  hauled  th 
canoe  out  of  the  comer  in  which  it  had  bee 
stowed;  then  they  emptied  it  of  the  miscellarw 
ous  assortment  of  all  sorts  of  rubbish  whic 
had  been  stowed  away  in  it. 

*Is  the  map  here  ? '  asked  Anthony,  as  h 
turned  over  the  cheap  literature  which  it  ha 
at  first  been  supposed  belonged  to  him. 

*  No,  Olive  keeps  it  indoors  in  her  writing 
case,'  Gretchen  answered,  and  then  the 
worked  away  in  silence  again  until  the  cane 
was  empty,  when  they  dragged  it  across  tl 
floor  and  lifted  it  on  to  the  sledge. 

*  I  can  manage  alone  now,'  said  the  man,  j 
he  strained  and  tugged  at  the  sledge  imtil 
moved  easily  forward.    He  was  not  on  sno> 
shoes,but  had  slipped  his  feet  through  the  stra] 
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mulu"e?i'trfc„?'t«°f  ^q««e  board. 
M  snow-pattens  °°""*^'  "^  •">««"> 

bring  ^".  SgTScS  ii^^t.t"'  '^'^ '  "•'«" 

pattens  being  so3ss  on   il.  *"'  '°*'^'  ''" 
and  then  he^cauS  '     k    .An/r"'-^.'*"' 

was  I    Fancy  a  mfn  ll-     *^**  *  ^^^^  he 

at  home  S  w"spaS'ef  Srf  ^*r!J 
a  three  days'  joumev  on  «.  l*  ^'f^  ^^^^^ 
safe  to  sav  thit  i^fL       fP^^-shoes  I    It  is 

loathed  hiLelf  in^fi'?;?^  ^^T  *^^^  ^^^^^^ 
self  that  S      Sevirn  f  •  ^'  ^^  l^^*^^^  ^im- 

snow  from   sheer  1««^    f  .    ^®^'^y  '«"  ^^^  the 
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Roland  Heme  was  in  bed,  taking  the  bes 
care  he  could  of  a  very  bad  cold,  and  at  fira 
he  declared  that  he  would  not  open  the  doc 
to  anyone,  not  even  the  King  of  England. 

*  Perhaps  not.  But  you'll  open  to  one  < 
his  humble  subjects,  or  else  I'll  kick  the  doc 
downl*  shouted  Anthony,  making  such 
tremendous  onslaught  upon  the  flimsy  doc 
that  in  self-protection  Roland  Heme  wj 
forced  to  rise  and  let  him  in.  ,  .      j 

*  It  is  never  you,  Rawson  ?  '  he  exclaimed,  i 
Anthony,  tugging  andstmggUng  with  hisloa 
got  it  inside  the  doof.  *  Why,  man,  you  must' 
mad  to  be  abroad  in  this  cold  1  It  is  freezii 
just  shocking,  and  you  are  not  half  stroi 

^^*  I'm  all  right  I '  retorted  Anthony  bmsquel; 
he  was  dreadfully  sensitive  on  the  score  of  I 
infirmities  to-night.  *  But  see,  you've  got 
get  dressed  and  set  to  work  fixing  sledg 
runners  on  the  canoe,  the  same  way  that  po 
Scarth  had  them  put  on  before  he  started  ( 
that  joumey  ot  his  in  the  spring.'  ^^   ^  ^   _, 

*  I'll  do  it  to-morrow,  if  I  m  fit,  but  1 
not  going  to  risk  catching  my  death  of  cc 
to-night,  I  can  tell  you,'  repUed  Roland. 

*  You  will  do  it  to-night,  and  you'll  start 
once,'  said  Anthony,  in  a  voice  of  so  mu 
authority  that  the  other  was  too  astomsh 
for  resentment.  *I  will  come  and  help  y 
presently,  but  first  I've  got  to  go  and  rout  c 
that  Indian  and  his  squaw,  and  have  th< 
ready  to  take  the  trail  at  dawn.* 

*  Look  here,  what's  up  ?      And  where  is  i 
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and  dragging  him  nearer  fn  f L  ii   -^'^^"ony, 

ovef  the  s-jow^^hy,  fh/^rhl4"^^'  SJ: 

is  if  ?l"'^'"''l.^°''i"<^'  »*"'"«  "t  ^thon? 
Mm.        ^°"«''*  "^  ''^  °'  <•«''""■»  ^as  upon 

in  thff  ''*••«  "^noe  is  ready.    Slie  can  curl  ud 

K.i/    •  °4^  *JP^®  ^'^  *^®  township  are  the  four 

W?hln.*%^'^  ^•.  ^"*  h^  ^'-'^'^  Jet  you 
nave  them  at  any  price,  trust  him  for  that  1 

weretke^w^"''-^  ^.^'^  ^^^«°-'  because  you 
me  mv  b^?»TTW''/^S  '^^^^  °^  *i™e  *«  save 
8?nn  Jf  1  •  ^I''^  ^^"^^"^  ^e'l*  o«  in  an  explo- 
sion of  laughter  at  the  remembrance    then 

Sfed'as'lf  h^^  ""^  '^^^^  '^  th^Tce/anS 
Sed.  """'^  ^'^  *^^  ^^^««  °f  being 

'  What's  to    be  done  ?  »  queried    Anthony 


?l: 
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anxiously.  'Of  course  Miss  Scarth  think 
she  is  going  to  tow  the  canoe  all  that  way,  wit 
the  help  of  the  Indians.  But  think  for  youi 
self  how  much  easier  it  will  be  with  a  do 
team.' 

'  Tell  the  Indians  to  arrange  about  the  dogi 
and  don't  ask  any  questions  about  how  the 
do  it,'  suggested  Roland.  *  It  is  that  ma 
Jerry,  I  suppose  you  mean,  with  the  squa^ 
Tall  Pine.  Well,  that  fellow  is  downrigl 
clever  with  dogs,  and  he  is  honest  enough  in  h 
dealings  with  the  person  that  pays  him,  s 
Miss  Scarth  will  be  all  right  with  him  and  h 
squaw.  You  will  have  to  pay  him  well,  an 
you  had  better  promise  something  extri 
over  and  above,  if  the  expedition  comes  bac 
all  right.  How  will  you  manage  about  money 
I'm  pretty  near  cleared  out,  or  I'd  help  gladJ 
enough,  for  Scarth  was  a  good  sort,  and  I'd  I 
thankful  to  see  him  back  alive.' 

*  I  can  manage  the  money,*  said  Anthon 
shortly,  and  for  the  first  time  since  he  ha 
heard  of  his  brother's  death,  a  ray  of  gladne 
stole  into  his  heart.  By  the  terms  of  Unc 
Charlie's  will,  if  Cyril  died  Anthony  inherit* 
the  modest  competence  the  old  man  had  lei 
So  although  his  aunts  might  cast  him  c 
because  of  the  way  in  which  he  had  wreck* 
his  career  to  hunt  for  his  erring  brother,  1 
would  still  be  able  to  pay  handsomely  for  i 
the  care  that  had  been  so  freely  given  hi 
during  his  long  sickness. 

It  was  true  Mrs.  Scarth  had  refused  to  alio 
him  even  to  mention  money.    But  there  we 
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other  ways   apart  from  direct  payment    bv 

he  could  star?  nn  f  ^"  ^"  P^"^''"'  *°  ^^^^^k  that 
'^^  T  ?•       ^^  ^*^®  P^y^"g  that  very  niVht 
The  Indians  had  taten  temporary  poTsession 

had  had  te  rfT^"''"!"*?  *?  ""'^  fr°'  Anthony 
naa  nad  to  deal  with  Ind  ans  before  and  hi 

fn  thl     •    ^  ^*!  *°  •>«  conducted  in  safety 
to  the  wigwams  of  Jerry's  tribe,  or  wherever 

areiforso**:*  "if-  "'=''  '^'^'^  n^a^'wls  Sg 
cared  lor.  So  much  m  money,  m  provisions  and 

tobacco  was  to  be  paid  for  this ;  so  much  Cre 
t  the  mtrepid  white  girl  were  brought  E 
m  safety  and  comfort.  The  Indian  W 
runted  with  satisfaction,  for  the  whitrman's 
terms  were  liberal  and  there  need  be  noTore 
pmehmg  in  his    lot  while  the  snow  "a"ed 

^dL^tlt^t!"™^ '''''"  - "  ^^-''^^ 

'  You  have  dogs  ?  '  he  asked. 
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The  Indian  grunted,  and  suggested  tha 
dogs  were  expensive. 

*  But  you  could  not  expect  the  white  gi: 
to  tug  her  own  canoe  ?  *  and  Anthony  looke 
so  aghast  at  the  bare  idea  that  for  one  Ioe 
anxious  moment  Jerry  and  Tali  Pine  thougl 
the  bargain  was  off. 

*  Dogs  hard  to  get  in  Orsay,*  the  Indian  sai< 
permitting  himself  a  shake  of  the  head,  thoug 
as  a  rule  he  deemed  it  beneath  his  duty  1 
express  any  feeling  whatever  on  the  8ubje< 
he  might  have  to  discuss. 

*  But  it  is  not  impossible  to  get  them,  ar 
see  here.'  As  he  spoke  Anthony  edged  clos 
to  the  red  man,  and  said  something  too  low  i 
the  squaw  to  hear.  He  was  doubling  t] 
money  he  had  offered  for  a  safe  return,  h 
he  did  not  want  the  woman  to  hear,  for  1 
guessed  that  she  would  tell  Olive  in  sor 
moment  of  expansiveness,  and  he  did  not  wa 
her  to  feel  embarrassed  by  the  manner  in  whi( 
he  was  trying  to  safeguard  her  comfort. 

*  The  dogs  shall  wait  for  the  white  girl 
dawn,*  announced  Jerry  solemnly,  and  Anthoi 
went  away  confident  that  by  some  means 
another  the  miracle  would  be  accomplishe( 

All  through  the  night  he  and  Roland  Her 
toiled  at  turning  the  canoe  into  a  light-runni 
sledge  once  more.  Roland  was  desperate 
ill.  Sometimes  a  fit  of  coughing  shook  him 
badly  that  he  was  forced  to  drop  exhaust 
on  a  bench,  or  it  was  fierce  pain  which  ma 
the  perspiration  start  out  upon  his  forehea 
but  he  held  to  his  task  with  the  dogged  obstina 
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fLT  "^^Z  7^"  T""^"^  '"^  «P'*«  <>'  'ate,  and 
two  hours  before  the  coming  of  the  slow  dawn 
the  task  was  done. 

««  p^i***'5  time  Antaony  was  almost  as  spent 
as  Roland,  but  hke  him  he  was  resolute  not  to 
give  way  until  the  need  for  holding  up  was 

mJc^  Q^  L??"  ^'^^  ^f  concern  up  the  hill  to 
Mrs.  Scarth's  and  help    to  pack  it  for  the 

inH™^'   ^^  ^'^'  struggling  into  his  overcoat! 

for  i  wif  f  ^  *  ""^S"^?  '^^  '^^^d  his  head 
i  iJ  ^?f  '^^2ing  harder  than  ever. 

J??M\'^r!JlVJ^?!.  *^i-^  "P  the  hill 


alone;  I'U  comeanH  heIp,'"saidRaand  hoarsely" 
1  don't  stir  outside,  if  I  know 


.1  .'  *,  y^^  ~w..  „  Bv«i  wuwuuc,  n  1  Know 
anything  about  it  Why,  man,  it  would  ha« 
to  1  you,' excUimed  Anthony ;  and  then  putting 
his  head  out  of  the  door,  he  listened  for  a 
moment  and  then  broke  into  a  chuelde  of 

'  Listen  to  that  I '  he  said,  and  across  th. 
tense  stmness  of  the  dark  moiJ^g'S  Z 

dSce     ^'"'   °'  "   •"«  <'°«  relLed   from 

'  Dogs  ?    How  on  earth  did  vou  manaop  fr. 

square  Sol  lYy  ?'  demanded  R^olanHSy ; 

then  he  backed  from  the  door,  because  th^ 

hf  l^n^;^  *"  '*"^  ^^"  "^^  ^  "^'^^^^  ^o 

h\L^  f^X^''^''?  ^"^^  ^  have  not  been  near 
him  I  don't  even  know  that  these  are  his  docs 

thlus^air?^  *'  ^'*  ^"^  ^^  '"  has  done  ft 
•He-he— he,    ha— ha  I »   laughed   Roland, 


li 
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breaking  into  an  explosion  of  coughing;  the 
as  soon  as  he  had  breath  enough  to  speak,  ti 
said  between  his  fits  of  choking,  *  You^i  bett< 
not  ask  how  he  managed  the  business,  not 
you  have  any  scruples  about  honesty,  or  thi 
sort  of  thing.* 

*  Jerry  is  quite  capable  of  managing  his  ow 
affairs,  at  least  for  to-day,*  Anthony  answered 
then  as  the  Indian  came  past  the  door  wit 
four  great  dogs  leaping  about  him,  Anthon 
called  to  him,  the  dogs  were  promptly  hamesse 
to  the  sled'^e,  and  then  th^y  swept  it  up  th 
hill  in  ra*?!;   •  style. 


CHAPTER  THE  TWENTY-SECOND 

Wilderness  Perils 

« J.^^ A?  ^""i  *  ^^'"''^  °'  ^^^^  unreality 
about  Olive  when  she  woke  in  the  cold  dawning, 
and  remembered  that  she  was  to  start  off  to 

if  l^^i  *t*'-u  ^^fP'^^  ^^'  '«'"«^1  to  admit 
It  openly    she  had  begun  to  believe  that  he 

was  dead.    And   the   shock   of  last   night's 

^7!^  i^^^"?^,  *°  ^*^«  stunned  her.  She 
could  think  and  plan  what  was  best  to  be  done, 
but  she  had  lost  for  a  little  while  the  power 
to  *«-i  acutely.  There  was  no  keen  joy  In  her 
ftui  no  notous  elation,  only  the  determina- 
tion to  get  the  journey  done  with  as  little 
delav  as  possible,  and  to  get  her  father  home 
mside  of  a  week,  if  she  could  manage  it. 

Perhaps  it  was  the  knowledge  of  his  being 

111  which  had  the  sobering  effect  upon  her;  she 

could  not  be  glad  because  she  had  the  fear  in 

%u  ^^  that  she  might  arrive  too  late. 

The  same  dread  was  overshadowing  Mrs. 

hearty   and  coming  into  the  room  just  as 

Ulive  fimshed  dressing,  she  took  both  her  daugh  • 

ter  s  hands  m  her  own  trembling  ones,  saving 

earnestly,  *  Promise   me,  child,  that  you  will 

*"a  your  father  back  to  me  alive— or  dead.' 

If  I  can  find  him,  niother,  I  will  bring  him 

home  to  you,  alive-or  dead,*  Olive  answered. 
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and  her  tone  was  as  if  she  were  uttering  a 
vow.  Then  she  asked  eagerly,  '  Did  it  snow 
at  all  last  night,  do  you  know  ?  ' 

*  No,  it  was  briuiant  starlight  when  the 
moon  went  down,  and  it  is  a  fine  morning,' 
Mrs.  Scarth  replied,  with  more  courage  in 
her  tone  now  that  Olive  had  given  the 
promise  for  which  she  asked. 

Just  then  an  outburst  of  barking  sounded 
near  at  hand;  Bluey  rushed  out  to  see  what 
all  the  noise  was  about,  but  Olive  turned  to  hei 
mother  with  a  startled  look.  *  Dogs  ?  Mother, 
where  did  they  come  from  7  * 

*  The  Indian  Jerry  brought  them ;  he  said  i1 
was  part  of  his  contract  with  Mr.  Rawson, 
whom  he  calls  the  *'  sick-man-chief,"  but  I'm 
afraid  they  will  cost  a  lot,  dear,  because  oi 
their  food,*  said  Mrs.  Scarth,  who  was  trying 
to  help  Olive,  but  hindering  more  than  she 
helped. 

*  Never  mind,  it  is  for  father  you  know,  and 
we  must  manage  to  meet  it  somehow,*  Olive 
said,  stooping  to  kiss  her  mother ;  then  she  hur- 
ried to  the  outer  room  to  eat  her  breakfast, 
standing,  in  a  wild  confusion  of  last  prepara 
tions. 

Gretchen,  looking  haggard  and  dishevelled 
with  her  night  of  hard  work,  was  darting  tc 
and  fro,  domg  this  thing  and  that,  but  she 
stopped  presently  to  ask  Olive  if  she  had  the 
route  map  safe. 

*  Yes,  dear,  I  have  it  here,'  and  Olive  tapped 
the  front  of  her  coat.  Then  she  went  on 
eagerly,  '  But  I  shall  not  want  it,  if  no  sno%^ 
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falls  for  the  next  few  days,  because  I  shall 
follow  the  tracks  of  the  man  who  begged 
of  me  yesterday;  he  is  sure  to  go  straight, 
and  we  may  save  a  lot  of  time  that  way/ 

\\liat  a  good  idea  1  I  had  not  thought  of 
that,  exclamied  Gretchen,  a  gleam  of  hope 
coming  into  her  tired  eyes. 

Then  Bluey  came  rushing  into  the  house, 
cping  out  in  delight.  'Oh,  Olive,  Olive, 
thev  are  old  Sol  Fry's  dogs,  beauties  they  are, 
and  Judy,  the  big  yellow  and  white  one,  knows 
me,  I  am  sure  of  it  I ' 

*  I  wonder '  began  Olive,  then  pulled  her- 
self up  short.  Perhaps  after  all  it  was  as  well 
not  to  speculate  on  the  means  the  Indian  had 
us«i  to  make  Sol  Fry  willing  to  lend  his  dogs. 

She  was  ready  to  start  now ;  and  with  hur- 
ried farewells,  she  went  out  of  the  door  to  slip 
on  her  snow-shoes,  just  as  Anthony  Rawson, 
lookmg  pinched  and  white  in  the  half  light, 
came  hurrying  down  from  the  store  where  he 
had  been  serving  a  very  early  customer. 

'  ^Vhy  don't  you  ride  for  the  first  few  miles  ? 
The  dogs  can  quite  manage  your  weight,'  he 
said,  stooping  to  straighten  the  lacing  of  Olive's 
left  framework. 

•  I  should  get  so  cold,'  she  answered ;  then 
moved  by  a  sudden  impulse,  she  held  out  her 
hand  to  him.  '  Thank  you  for  all  you  did  for 
me  last  night.  I  am  quit6  sure  I  owe  the  dogs 
to  your  statesmanship,  and  they  will  make  all 
the  difference  to  the  comfort  of  my  journey.* 
He  took  her  hand,  and  for  a  moment  held 
It  fast,  but  not  a  wor^^   jould  he  say;  it  was 
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as  if  he  were  suddenljr  tongue-tied.  Then 
dropping  it,  he  stepped  into  the  background, 
and  Olive  was  off,  ghding  in  front  at  a  great 
pate,  while  Jerry  with  the  dogs  and  the  canoe- 
sledge  came  behind,  and  Mrs.  Tall  Pine  in  her 
very  gaudiest  finery  brought  up  the  rear. 

Olive  was  nervously  anxious  to  forge  ahead, 
and  went  forward  as  fast  as  she  could  manage 
to  get  cdong,  though  there  is  an  old  Indian 
adage  to  the  effect  that  he  who  would  go  fast 
must  start  slow.  Some  intuition  told  her  that 
if  she  delayed  at  the  beginning  her  journey 
might  be  seriously  hindered. 

She  picked  up  the  tracks  of  the  man  at  the 
point  where  he  had  left  her  yesterday,  and 
following  it  closely  was  soon  out  on  the  vast 
wide  plains,  which  in  summer  were  impassable 
swamps,  the  impregnable  fortress  of  great 
flocks  of  water-fowl.  But  now  there  was  not  a 
sign  of  life  in  all  the  wide  desolate  region. 

Olive  was  anxious.  Would  they  manage  to 
cross  it  before  nightfall,  she  wondered.  Then 
she  worried  herself  in  speculations  as  to  how 
they  would  manage  a  night  camp  in  such  a 
spot,  if  it  began  to  blow  a  blizzard. 

The  short  day  was  already  closing  down; 
they  had  had  only  two  brief  resting  spells  of 
half  an  hour  each  since  the  start,  and  Olive  at 
least  was  growing  tired,  although  neither 
Mrs.  Tall  Pine  nor  the  dogs  seemed  much  the 
worse  for  wear. 

The  trail  they  were  following  held  on  with- 
out any  appearance  of  the  man  having  stopped : 
and    presently   when   the    darkness    dropped 
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deeper,  Olive  paused  to  consult  witi.   t 
about  a  campiSg  place  foHS^'ni^a?  '"^ 
No  sta^  here,  bad  camp  1  •  he3  with  . 
shake  of  his  head  at  the  flat  wide  oSn   ^  n 
W  mor^   then  hills    an't^Te    ci^ 

so^^l^]SdS°^,,reS.Sf4tl!oS^H  out 

from  the  strah,  of  The  longlo^e^'^  '^'""^ 

Although  night  had  fallen,  iT^  stiU  Ii<,W 

enough  for  them  to  see  the  tiil  aJ,!^^  VJi*^"' 

that  he  must  have  been  rivin«  *1  garnered 
camping-place  fa^hlr  on  '^  ^  "*"''  ^'"<' 
Presently  she  saw  ahead  a  d<>»i>.>  i.v  • 
gloom  close  to  the  snow^overS^i"'  "j 
looking  back  at  the  Indian  she  tor^^tW 
arm  and  shouted,  '  What  is  it  ?  •  ''" 
Trees!'    announced    Jerrv    in    a    i. • 

^»sr?a""-«Vat'thi^s^: 

an?p:cri3ltg'^err%rw^-e 
night  camp  would  be,  they  starteHnfTof        m5 

OIK.  could  doTClnfLT^ftl^er*  «" 

e.a?ir:nri.-^„t.r^^',^^^^ 

^pme  trees  and  scrubby  larch  w^  Sin 
the   trail    turned  sharply  to  the  left,  and  a 


T 
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moment  later  Olive  was  dose  to  a  temporary 
shelter,  half-icloe  or  dug-out,  and  half  pme 
boughs  heaped  with  snow. 

*Shall  we  camp?'  she  asked,  turning  to 
Jerry,  who  was  close  behind  with  the  doOT. 

*  Ugh  1     *  Ver  good  camp  Indian  made  it  1 
he  snorted,  in  a  high  state  of  satisfaction  with 
himself  and  everyone  else.  , 

Then  Mrs.  TaU  Pine  gUded  up,  and  steppmg  off 
her  snow-shoes,  proceeded  to  investigate  t^e 
iffloe,  which  she  declared  to   be  *  ver    good, 
&hough  Olive  turned  away  in  disgust  because 
it  smelt  so  horrible  and  looked  such  a  dirty  hole 

inside,  '       .        ^,    .  «j 

First  the  dogs  were  given  their  supper  and 
left  to  their  own  devices,  except  that  they  were 
tethered  in  a  bunch.  When  they  had  finished 
eating,  each  dog  commenced  to  dig  a  hole  for 
itself,  working  with  desperate,  frantic  haste, 
and  raising  such  a  cloud  of  snow  that  when 
all  four  were  digging  and  kicking  at  once  the 
flurry  was  so  great,  as  to  look  Uke  a  small  snow- 
storm. Then  each  dog  with  some  growhng 
and  barking  and  a  Uttle  fighting  to  settle 
differences  of  opinion  as  between  fnends,  curled 
itself  into  the  hole  which  had  been  kicked  out, 
and  was  immediately  warm  and  comfortable 

for  the  night. 

Olive  cooked  her  own  supper,  while  Jerry 
and  Mrs.  Tall  Pine  banked  the  canoe  with  snow. 
They  had  run  it  in  close  beside  the  igloe,  so  that 
she  would  not  be  lonely  or  afraid  in  the  long 
dark  night.  But  they  left  her  a  hole  by  which 
to  crawl  in,  so   small  that   entrance  to  her 
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steeping  apartment   became  something  of   a 
saclc  she  hS  a  C'^'St^^^aS^a^bT'"! 

SLrts.  ■'"'-'"'  ■'"•^  «^% 
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which  she  carried  slung  by  a  cord  round  her 
neck,  she  was  amazed  to  find  that  It  was  twenty 

"'?But  f^llSy;  surely  it  must  be  later  tha^ 
that;  why  I  feel  as  if  I  had  been  sleepmg  all 
night,'  she  exclaimed,  talking  aloud. 

Then  she  heard  the  distant  barking  of  a  dog 
-at  least  it  sounded  distant.  So  sqmrming 
and  squirming  she  at  last  managed  to  reach  the 
openmg  of  the  tent  over  the  canoe. 

A  solid  wall  of  snow  stood  up  before  her  then , 
but  when  she  thrust  the  end  of  her  steH 
through  it,  she  was  a^^azed,  bewildered  and 
appaUed  to  see  a  streak  of  dayhght  showmg 
tlirouch  the  hole.  ,  ,    ,    ,     ,   ^^ 

W  J  it  morning  then  ?  And  had  she  been 
asleep  for  fourteen  hours?  They  ought  to 
have  started  on  their  second  day's  journey 
long  before  this ;  what  could  Jerry  and  Mrs. 
TaU  Pi  s  be  thinking  of    to  let  her  sleep  so 

^^^l  little  energetic  thrusting  with  the  staff 
widened  the  aperture  sufficiently  for  her  to  see 
that  the  daylight  was  of  the  pal^t.  deadest 
kind,  and  4;hat  it  was  snowing  so  heavily  that 
she  could   see  nothmg  but  the  dense  white 

^"^'"Snowing  ?  Oh,  the  tracks  will  be  covered 
and  we  shaU  not  be  able  to  find  our  way  I 
she  cried,  with  a  dreadful  apprehension  stnk- 
ing  at  her  heart.  Then  she  remembered  the 
man  but  it  did  not  comfort  her  very  much, 
SS^useboth  Jerry  and  Mrs.  Tall  Pine  thought 
it  probable  that   her  father  was  being  cared 
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miles  from  the  place  where  he  had  gone  to 

fh!^  ?^^*  ^"^  Tl'y  ^^  °"*  «>*  tl^eir  way  before 
they  discovered  his  whereabouts.  They  miffht 
even  never  find  it  at  aU.  ^     ^ 

Black,  hideous  dismay  wrapped  her  round 
What  was  she  to  do  ?    What  could  sheT? 
Surely  It  was  a  mad  thing  to  rush  off  as  she 

Sfc  V  I  "T  ^'^®  mvitmg  disaster,  and  now 
disaster  had  come.    Suppose  she  perished  therT 

Sid^VeThe^'?  "°^'  ^^^'  ^*^'  '^^  --*^- 

T  Im  *i.T/''T'''*f  *  ^"^^  ^*^1 1  come  to  it. 
1  am  not  dead  yet,  nor  likely  to  be,  if  I  take 
common  ordinary  care,'  she  said  briskly,  ang^ 

whtk  w!,f  rf  ^T  ^?  *^^*  P^^"^*^  into  despf  1? 
which  was  like  showing  the  white  feather— a 
thing  she  abhorred  with  all  her  heart. 

ihen  she  shouted  and  shouted,  sendine  her 

good  effect,  that  in  a  verv  few  minutes  a 
shape  loomed  up  through  the  gloom ;  and  a 
moment  later  Mrs.  TaU  Pine  hfd  stuffed  her 

m«H/r'^"?S-'''f^  '^i^"^  ^^""^  i'^  at  tl^e  hole 
made  by  Olive's  staff,  and  was  announcing 
rather    unnecessanly    that    *  Snow    fall    ver» 

anj.Sy.  '^'^   ^^^    ^^   ^°  ^ '   ^^^^    ^^-e 

Jfh^  '"  ^?PP'  ^^*  ^^^«P  ™"<^h,  snow  leave 
M«,  T«?l° p'  *^^'^.^a^9h  ™arch  aU  night  long.' 
Mrs.  TaU  Pme  said,  with  a  chuckle. 
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•  The  dogs,  where  are  they  T  *  Olive  queried, 
as  another  distant  bark  came  to  her  ears.    ^ 

*  They  under  snow,  keep  ver*  warm  there, 
announced  Mrs.  TaU  Pine  in  the  same  cheerful 
tone ;  and  then  she  backed  out  of  the  aperture, 
leaving  Olive  to  her  own  meditations,  which 
were  of  the  most  depressing  character. 

Hour  after  hour  passed,  with  never  a 
moment's  cessation  in  the  downfall.  Surely 
there  had  never  been  a  day  so  long  I 

OUve  spent  the  time  lying  snugly  in  her 
sleeping  sack,  and  resting  as  much  as  she 
COU&,  for  who  could  teU  what  need  of  fierce 
exertion  might  be  in  front  of  her  ? 

Sometimes  the  dogs  barked ;  once  or  t^ce 
she  heard  the  Indians  shouting  to  them,  but 
no  one  came  near  her,  and  after  a  long  dreary 
tune,  she  fell  asleep  again. 

Violent  shouting,  shaking  and  thumping 
aroused  her,  and  when  she  was  fully  awake 
she  found  it  was  moonlight  while  the  dark 
vault  of  the  heavens  fairly  blazed  and  glittered 
with  stars.  The  dogs  were  barking  m  notous 
delight  because  the  snow  had  ceased,  while 
Jer^  and  Mrs.  Tall  Pine  were  breaking  the 
canoe  out  of  its  snow  covering. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  OUve  was  out  of  her 
sleeping  sack,  and  getting  her  feet  through  the 
straps  of  her  snow-shoes,  actively  assisted  m 
the  preparations  for  a  start  which  were  going 

for\7ard 

What  a  night  it  wasl  The  sky  fairlj 
flamed  with  crimson  and  gold,  the  a^  was  keei 
like  knives,  and  the  dogs  were  mad  to  be  ofl 
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fni^'7**°?^*i'®^?^*°-'^^*»*-  There  were  no 
footpnnts  to  steer  by,  and  Olive  was  not  clever 
at  steering  bv  the  stars.  She  and  Mrs.  Tall 
Pine  managed  the  do|rs  between  them,  racing 
«f.f,«"i  !!*^'^^»d«»  ^Wle  the  dogs  straiAed  an3 
struggled  to  keep  up  with  Jerry's  flying  figure! 
which  was  always,  always  on  in  front.    ^ 

Ihe  moon  came  to  its  southing,   but  the 
^t^Inn^f  ^K  ^''^    ^""^    ^^^    ^^y^i^eis    held 

fn  !?i  ^K*?  *^\"^  ""^^^^^  **^«  """^y  «gn  of  life 
m  all  that  vast  white  world. 

It  was  quite  a  hiUy  country  through  which 
l^n^  TT  P^1??«^'  ^*^  forest-clad  hefghts  and 
1h^^ ^^"1!^''  }'u^  "T"  °'  whiteness  between 
the  black  patches  of  trees.  Sometimes  they 
had  to  chmb  long  steep  slopes,  but  alwavs 
«Tn^  ?^y  *^PP«d  the  ricfce  th^re'was  an  eo uS 
slope  for  descent,  and  then  they  fairly  flew 

w^  fiVds^ftor"^^^^  "^"^'  ^^''  *^« 

rio^VT^^'^^u.^?^  S^^'^'^g*  a  slow,  reluctant 
dawn  before  which  the  stars  paled,  and  faded 
out,  while  Jerry,  pausing  on  the  edge  of  a  greaS 
forest  of  spruce  trees,  said  they  must  stop  for  a 
couple  of  hours  to  rest  the  dogs 

Olive  and  Mrs  Tall  Pine  gathered  sufficient 
broken  and  dead  boughs  of  the  spruce  trees 
to  make  a  roaring  fire,  where  the/  cooked  a 
meal  which  was  a  great  comfort  after  their  fast 
travel,  especially  as  no  fire  had  been  posible  on 
the  previous  day. 

Too  anxious  to  get  on  to  lie  down  in  the 
f^^'^.^^u  «^P  properly,  Olive  sat  with  her 
feet  to  the  fire  and  fier  back  propped  against 
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the  sledge  runners,  where  she  dozed  fitfully, 
and  ardently  longed  for  the  time  to  starts 

Jerry  and  his  squaw  snored  peacefully,  and 
had  to  be  awakened  by  prods  from  Olives 
staff.  But  once  aroused,  the  Indian  cast  a 
hasty  glancr  at  the  sky  above  him,  then  broke 
into  a  series  of  discontented  snorts,  which 
were  echoed  by  Mrs.  Tall  Pine  with  Uttle 
squeals  of  anxiety.  Then  she  told  Ohve  that 
more  snow  was  coming  and  the  journey  would 
have  to  be  a  race  against  weather  to  the 
nearest  Indian  igloci  which  might  be  perhaps 
thirty  miles  distant.  ,.,„.,,        ,* 

*  Can  we  do  Jt,  do  you  thmk  ?  the  white 
girl  asked  anxTously. 

*  We  must,  or  we  die  in  snow,'  the  squaw  said, 
with  another  wag  of  her  head. 

The  start  was  up  a  long  slope  with  so  many 
lumps  sticking  up  here  and  there  that  Olive 
guessed  it  must  be  strewn  with  rock  boulders. 

On  the  top  of  this  slope  they  came  to  a  wide 
dreary  plain,  which  stretched  for  so  many 
miles  that  it  seemed  to  Olive  as  if  they  would 
never  reach  the  end  of  it. 

It  was  now  that  they  had  to  steer  by  the 
compass,  for  the  sun  had  gone  in  and  there 
was  not  a  landmark  of  any  kind  to  be  seen, 
only  the  unbroken  field  of  snow  stretching  to 
the  horizon  on  every  side.  — 

A  fierce  wind  moaned  over  the  waste ;  some- 
times an  errant  snowflake  dropped  upon  them, 
and  when  this  happened  Jerry  and  the  squaw 
would  dart  forward  with  fresh  energy,  the 
dogs  would  be  hurried  to  a  smarter  pace,  and 
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the  journey  would  become  a  race,  until  the 
dogs  dropped  slow  again. 

..2l^IfJ^^  desperately  weary,  and  the  wind 
seemed  to  numb  her  faculties.    She  longed  to 

tL^??  ^'^  *^^  "'J^^  '^'  i"«*  a  brief  rest, 
ihe  white  covenng  had  such  an  alluring  look, 
and  she  was  so  very,  very  tired,  surely  they 
might  rest  for  a  bnef  half  hour. 

Unconsciously  her  pace  grew  slower  and 
slower,  she  was  hanging  forward  on  her  snow- 

MTrS^n^'^^y  "'^y  ^^^^^O'**  ^hen  suddenly 
Mis.  TaU  Pme  stooped  for  a  handful  of  snow, 

her  fTce        "^  *^       '  ^^^^  ^*  violently  on 

ow?^'^t  l^?u  °"*  ^^  ^^  ^"^^  ^  push  her 

nIT  il'^*]^^  ^i^""*"^  **^^*^  »^^"Jy  to  lier  task 
witil  a  hot  tingling  sensation  made  her  aware 
that  she  had  been  in  danger  of  frost-bite. 

Ihe  rubbmg  and  the  pain  banished  her  over- 
powenng  drowsiness  for  a  time ;  her  faculties 

f^T!,  t^^Z*J^^  ^"^  up  straigh:,  and 
thanked  Mrs  M  Rne  for  her  good  offces. 

Uitl  Chtl  That  noting,  you  rail  we 
out  from  bad  pit  hole,  we  tak'  care  you  no 
ireeze.  Jsnow  come  sharp  now,  but  ieloe 
over  m  there.'  ^ 

Olive  looked  in  the  direction  to  which  the 
squaw  pomted,  and  saw  what  at  first  she 
thought  to  be  a  line  of  clouds  showing  above 
the  honzon.  But  Mrs.  TaU  Pine  assured  her 
they  were  hills,  big  mountains  she  caUed  them. 

t^^A^'Mu^^}^  suddenly  revived,  because 
the  end  of  that  dreadful  plain  was  in  sight 
Jerry  took  the  lead  again  now.    Sighting  the 
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hills,  he  knew  how  to  fteer,  and  diicarding  the 
compass  he  urged  the  dogs  towards  a  long 
valley  running  back  into  the  snow-covered 
heights,  plying  whip  and  voice,  until  Olive  bade 
him  be  memful  to  the  poor  brutes. 

*  It  is  death  that  is  behind  us.    Ugh,  ugh ! 
he  snorted ;  and  looking  round,   she  saw  a 
thick  white  haze  creeping  after  them  across  the 

*  Ah,  the  snow  is  upon  us  t '  the  cned,  with  a 
swift  understanding  of  the  peril  that  was 
looming  so  near  ;  then  seidnff  one  of  the  tow 
ropes  coiled  at  the  back  of  the  sledge,  she 
cafied  to  the  squaw  to  take  the  other,  and  so 
to  lessen  the  labour  of  the  straining  dogs. 

Now  indeed  it  was  a  race,  but  the  snow  cloud 
travelled  tiie  faster. 

Turning  sharply  aLout  three  miles  up  the 
valley,  they  entered  a  narrow  defile  between 
towering  heights,  and  here  it  was  th  the 
blizzard  overtook  them. 

Luckily  the  high  hills  protected  thtni  from 
the  full  violence  of  the  wmd,  or  they  had 
perished  as  they  stood. 

A  Uttle  farther  they  struggled,  but  every 
moment  the  fall  became  thicker.  Olive  cling- 
ing to  the  tow  rope  could  not  see  Jerry  nor  the 
dogs.  Thf*  there  came  a  wild  shriek  from 
Mrs.  Tall  -ine,  and  the  next  moment  Olive 
was  jerked  violently  forward,  the  rope  to 
which  she  was  clinging  dragged  her  off  her 
feet,  and  she  went  down,  down,  down  into  the 
choking  deadly  whiteness,  and  knew  no  more. 


CHAPTER  THE  TWENTY-THIRD 

Under  the  Barn 

Roland  Herns  was  so  iU  with  acute  in- 

the  hiU,  half-an-hour  after  Olive's  start  on 

venture  out  to  see  the  patient,  and  rive  him 
some  instruction  in  nuiiing.  ^ 

h^Ah^J^'^''^  ?»»c<^'  said  Mrs.  Scarth.  who 

Ih/^L;'ii^\P^"«-  Howeve?  depressed 
h^To^^^liSS^^^'T.  '«Jt  better  if  someone 

to  Irnn w^K^^P^'   ""^         ^"  *  '««!   COmfort 

JSst  then         '°"'^'*''  ''*^'^'^  '^'^  assistance 

fc^**^  i?.  l'?*^?  ?^™son  coat,  with  a  fur-lined 
hood,  which  ha3  done  duty  in  more  prosperous 
ll^fJ^ir.^''  opera-cloak,  Mrs.  Scartfc  slid 
aer  f eet  mto  snow-pattens,  and  set  out  with 
Anthony  for  Rolancf  Heme's  abode. 

« J  Z  ^  ^^*  ^""^  *^«  ^^  past  the  hotel, 
to  thl^ln''^;?*  "^r^  ^^'  wSl-beaten  trai 
m^^^  P?'u^®  T^  "^*'^'  ^hen  they  saw  a 

Q«1T^^'  u^*^.  P?^'  .**^^  ™an  must  be  mad  I 
Wh  •  ^®  "  flounshing  about ! '  cried  Mrs. 
dearth,  m  some  alarm. 
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^Nevcr  mind,  come  a  little  quicker,  and  we 
fhall  get  out  of  his  way/  said  Anthony,  eager 
to  set  her  clear  away  from  what  might  be  an 
unpleasant  scene,  for  he  fancied  that  he  re- 
cognized the  individual  as  So^  Try,  and  guessed 
that  there  might  be  a  lively  scene  impending. 
It  was  only  guess-v*  ork,  of  course,  for  the  In- 
dian had  indulged  m  no  confidences;  indeed 
Anthony  had   mvited  none,  being  most  es- 

Eecially  anxious  not  to  know  how  the  affair  of 
iring  the  dogs  had  been  managed. 
'  2io,  indeed.  The  children  are  alone,  you 
know,  and  if  the  man  is  going  to  the  store,  we 
must  go  back  with  him,*  Mrs.  Scarth  said,  wax- 
ing valiant  in  defence  of  her  brood,  just  be- 
cause Olive,  who  was  her  strong  stand-by,  was 
not  at  home. 

But  Sol  Fry  had  no  intention  of  climbing  the 
hiil  to  the  store  if  he  could  transact  his  ousi- 
ness  where  he  was ;  so  he  advanced  upon  Mrs. 
Scarth  almost  at  a  run,  crying  indignantly, 
•  Where  are  my  dogs  ?  I  say,  why  did  you 
steal  my  dogs  7  ' 

Instinctively  she  shrank  nearer  to  Anthony, 
who  at  once  put  out  his  hand  in  protecting 
fashion,  while  he  said  to  the  mdignant  old 
man,  *  Don't  you  see  that  you  are  frightening 
the  lady  ?    What  is  it  that  you  want  f ' 

*  I  want  my  dogs,  do  you  hear  ?  *  screamed 
Sol  Fry,  who  was  nearly  beside  himself  with 
rage  and  fear  of  losing  the  value  of  his  animals. 

*  What  does  he  mean  ?  *  demanded  Mrs. 
Scarth,  in  all  simplicity  turning  to  Anthony. 

But  it  was  Sol  who  enlightened  her,  scream- 
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tog  wone  than  ever,  and  pointiiiff  a  ih.kin. 

irth/iii'™*?  ^u  '^°i^'  '"^ ""?  i>5^«s 

•t  the  tides  of  the  trail. 

My  four  dop  have  been  rtolen.  I  aav 
^Z  ""^  fi'.  "S"**  "''«"  I  '^nt  to  bed  iSt 
b?sL""pi^'',  """i-^.they  are  nowhte  to 

'Keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  head  will  vou  T  • 
«..d  Anthony  quietfy.  but'^advi^g^n  th. 

aS«"^-.^^run^: 

and  I  m  adang  humbly  that  you'U  not  u^T^ 

wroneed  out  of  the  priie  of  my  dom"  Wr^  ^ 

'fr  daughter  diinot  steaf yT  dol  •  »h. 

fito.  Scarth.  looking  as  ruffled  as  a  mother 
?W^'/  Jhickelir^ave  been  tampere^^th 
llien  Anthony  mterposed,  for  tL  waThi, 

business  m  a  certain  measure. 

the  dIS.^"t^^  ^  "^*'^°«  *,°  ^°  ^th  hiring 
me  aogs ;    she  did  not  even  know  thev  weii 

goine  to  be  hired,'  he  said.  speaS^  i^  a 
ca^njy  dictatorial  tone  which  f^ly^e  tht 
lidiST  Tr •  '  ^*  ""  I  "ho  en^'  the 
Sofi^  ""i  "^  •'^"»''  *°  •»  escort*^  Misi 
sa^fna'  t w  I  "^"l"!  hi"  to  hire  do^ 
sajmg  that  I  would  be  responsible  for  tie 
money.    But  I  told  him  that  the  dogs  m^t  b^ 
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ready  to  time,  or  part  ol  his  pay  would  be 
forfeited.  So  I  suppose  he  was  afraid  you 
would  refuse,  and  took  them  without  asking, 
which  was  really  the  simpler  process,  seeing 
that  the  journey  had  to  be  undertaken  in  a 
great  hurry  to  save  life,  and  a  few  hours'  delay 
were  of  very  serious  importance.' 

*  Then  you'll  see  me  paid  ? '  demanded  Sol 
Fnr. 

Of  course,  that  was  my  arrangement  with 
the  Indian  when  I  told  him  to  get  the  dogs,* 
replied  Anthony. 

*  But  folks  said  you  were  poor,  and  they 
made  a  collection  for  you,'  biirst  out  the  old 
man  suspiciously. 

*  Whicn  collection  you  tried  to  steal,'  re- 
marked Anthony  with  a  smile,  whereat  Sol 
squirmed  in  indignant  denial.  But  the  othei 
went  on,  waving  aside  his  interruption,  *  You 
can  depend  upon  me  for  the  hire  of  the  team, 
at  the  proper  time,  that  is  if  you  go  about  youi 
business  quietly,  and  don't  annoy  this  lady ; 
otherwise  1  may  be  tempted  to  dig  that  old 
affair  up  again  for  the  benefit  of  the  police, 
and  then  you  and  your  precious  saloon  would 
be  wiped  out  of  Orsay  sharp,  and  no  very  great 
pity  either.' 

Sol  was  abject.  He  was  shrewd  enough  tc 
know  a  real  man  when  he  saw  one,  and  he 
had  taken  Anthony's  measure  correctly  enough. 
So  he  grovelled  before  Mrs.  Scarth,  srovelled 
anew  in  front  of  her  companion,  and  then,to 
their  relief  betook  himself  back  by  the  way  lie 
had  come,  in  a  very  much  calmer  frame  of  mind. 


Sol 
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•  It  was  dreadful  of  Jerry  to  steal  those  dow  • 

wfiX^%^"*y  !»*•  !»*.  o'  the  awk? 

u  M^*  c  ""'I  ?"^*  •'««"  ""«*  more  dreadful 
If  Bfcss  Scarth  had  been  obliged  to  tow  tlS»i 
aU  those  miles.'  replied  A^ony  ^Sly  ?f 
^  an  ,dea  that  I  eould  trust  /erry  to^do  his 

§s?ppr^;r' ' ""  '^'^  *'-^^«  •Ji''  -? 

An?h„  -^T*  ^"  *"'  l™*  not  so  bad  as 
tot^^A"'J"t  >gnorance  had  believed  him 
to  be.  A  mijstard  plastw,  applied  bv  Mm^ 
Wh.  soon  i-elieved  his  sufifering.  Ld  a 
neighbour  who  could  nr'  work  beeaL  rf  thS 
mow,  haupemng  along  for  a  gossip,  was  pressS 
ttto  semce  ««  siek-nurse  for  the  time,'^S 
hdD^~Xn'"\*°  go  back  to  the  stirra^S 

t^t*^rd^^ '"'''  ""^  '^y  *°  "^P  from 

ThCTe  was  keen  anxiety  next  dav  when  th» 
snow  began.  But  as  aU  the  wo^Tfa  \ht 
"orid  could  not  make  Olive's^oS  SsS- 
and  they  aU  faiew  that  the  Ind/anHSudS 
better  care  of  her  than  white  people  und^ 
amjlar  conditions,  they  tried  to  mdcrtS 
b^t  of  It,  and  forget  th^  fears  in  Cd  work 

Gretch«i  complained  that  the  golden  Zip 
froze  sohd  m  tte  store,  while  ^ed  S 

vSfiSJ^.'^  ^°^^  °'  '«"  and^tCy 
volunt^  to  dig  a  pit  at  the  back  of  the  bam 

rU^.?d°'o7rj!S^f '«°»^  "'^^^o'-'i 
*  But  are  you  «trong  enough  ?    Digging  is 
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frightfully  hard  work,'  said  Gretchen  with  av 
sigh,  remembering  the  toilsome  days  of  last 
spring,  when  the  town-lots  had  to  be  cultivated 
for  crops  of  potatoes  and  beans. 

*  I  am  going  to  do  it,  then  I  can  find  out  if 
I  am  strong  enough  as  I  go  along,'  replied 
Anthony,  with  qmte  an  hilarious  air.  The 
mail  had  come  in  on  the  previous  day,  and  there 
were  letters  for  him  from  England.  Kindly 
encouraging  letters,  too.  The  old  aunts  had 
recovered  from  the  fit  of  anger,  which  made 
them  cast  him  off  when  he  threw  up  his  chance 
of  a  career  to  go  in  search  of  his  erring  brother. 
Now  they  were  writing  to  tell  him  that  his 
future  was  as  much  their  concern  as  it  had 
been  in  the  past,  and  if  he  chose  to  settle  in  the 
country  in  which  he  had  been  travelling  for  so 
many  months,  they  would  be  quite  willing 
to  advance  \diat  money  he  might  need  for 
starting  in  life  for  himself. 

It  was  the  thought  of  having  won  back  the 
love  of  the  old  ladies,  who  had  been  so  direly 
offended  with  him,  which  made  his  mood  so 
bright  and  gay  on  the  morning  when  he 
started  to  dig  a  hole  in  the  floor  of  the  bam. 
His  strength  was  coming  back  to  him  by  slow 
degrees,  but  he  was  only  a  tjrro  at  digging,  and 
so  it  did  not  take  very  long  before  he  was  bathed 
in  perspiration,  and  he  marvelled  that  things 
could  frc  eze  solid  in  a  place  which  to  him  seemed 
so  hot  and  stuffy. 

For  six  days  he  toiled  at  shaping  his  hole 
into  some  sort  of  a  cellar,  about  five  feet  deep 
and  six  feet  square,  only  the  trouble  was  to  get 
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It  sQuare ;  and  it  was  while  he  was  busy  trvinff 

leg,  or  arm,  or  that  some  other  kind  of  Hfc 
aster  must  have  taken  place.  ^  ""^  ^" 

Oh,  what  is  it  ?  VVliat  is  it  ? '  she  cried 
ft^y  prepared  to  be  as  sympathetic  as  possrWe 
but  wondermg  whatever  they  would  do  °fanv 
thing  reaUy  bad  had  happen^  w'STe  ?Sive  wL' 

*  GuTth^^v^'^r^T^  «^^  ^ '  ^e  shouted. 

heexcLfmJi     Tu  ^T"^  ^^^  i'^  that  hole  I » 

as  he  sto^*  !1*^?  ^r^?«^^^  waveof  his  hand 
as  ne  stood  on  the  ladder,  a  dirtv    untiHv 

copper  ?      shneked    Gretcheu     reiiHv    t« 
»*^„ n"  ^«V°/|i'«>  d«nce  of  delight^    *° 

luKuonous.   JNo,  I  haren't  seenatrace  of  conn<>i- 
though  I  have  looked  for  it  carefiSv  en™f»h 
But  vou  ean't  find  what  isn't  Sto'LeTuld' 
y°."o™°"'  """i  he  sighed  like  a  pair  of  JSo^ 

impto^fePi""*  ^:^  ■"*•  ""^  don't  tea^= 
»7?»  =^  '^'etolien.  with  a  sound  in  her  voice 

•  Com.  H*"  '^"f"''  on  the  verge  of  SaL 
into^rLlT  '".'*  ^  •>«  said,  sliding  doWn 
^H  H.  t      *°  "*•?  '■00m  for  her  on  the  ladd™ 
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Gretchen  hated  dark  holes,  and  things  of  that 
sort,  and  for  a  whole  minute  she  hesitated,  try- 
ing to  screw  up  her  courace  f or  the  descent; 
thin  she  asked  nervously,^  Is  there  anything 

alive  down  there  ?  *  .  u     i  „^«  » 

*  Yes.  I  am  alive,  very  much  so,  thank  you, 
he  answered  promptly,  and  th«e  was  a  hint 
of  banter  in  his  tone,  as  he  asked,    Don  t  you 
reaUy  wan*  to  know  what  1  ^^^ve  found? 

*  6t  course  I  do,  but  it  is  so  dark  down  there, 
and  I  do  hate  deep  dark  places.  ^  ^  ^^^^^f^l 
so  afraid  of  stepp&g  into  water,  or  something 
of  that  sort,*  she  said  timorously. 

*  I  ffive  vou  my  word  of  honour  that  there 
is  no  wat/r  here;  it  is  dry  as  bon^.  Come 
along,  ril  steady  the  ladder,'  he  said  cncoi^- 
agi^y;  and  with  a  worried  sigh  she  stepped 
forward  and  prepared  to  descend. 

%h,  dear,  what  a  horrid  place,  and  it  is  sc 
deep  down  I »  she  said  witfi  a  gasp,  as  she 
stepped  off  the  ladder,  and  stood  shivering  b> 
his  Sd«  in  the  big  hole  he  had  scooped  out 
with  so  much  labour  and  pains. 

Silently  he  lifted  his  lantern,  and  held  it  s( 
that  the  Ught  feU  full  upon  one  comer  of  th< 
hole  he  hii  worked  so  hard  to  squar^th 
comer  which  had  given  him  more  work  thai 
all  the  other  three  put  together. 

»  What  is  it  ?  *  she  asked,  seemg  nothing  bu 
ffrevish  white  stone.  , 

^*  Silver ! '  he  answered,  and  there  was  posi 
tive  awe  in  his  tone.  . 

iOH-oh— ohl'  she  gasped;  then  burst  i 
tremulous  tones,  *  But  are  you  sure  ?    Arc  yo 
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it'^hi?"^J*  ^  ^  '  ''""Id  ™ther  not  believe 
timef-  *^  ^^^'  *°  ^  disappointed  a  S 

In  nJ^^u  ^  in  silver  mines  in  Ontario  and 
m  Bntish  Columbia  too,  but  of  coi^  i  ^ 
??*.»"  ^P'rt,'  he  answered.  '  I  teU ^  l^ 
J^^.    ^  ^^  ^"^  I  "^  t«ke  some  i^plS 

Wemsid.^^  "^  °y  e?^'*'  "«<»  startup  t^ 
vvernside  to-morrow  if  it  is  fine.    There  are 

&ti  T*"  ^"^  "'I"  """KJ  ten  me  alU 
«,^,„  •  ^°'''  ""•  ^at  without  having 
their  curiosity  roused.    And  until  I  have  Wn* 

and  we  know  a  little  more  about "rt^ha^it 
would  be  as  well  for  us  to  say  notWn^o  ^y! 
one  about  what  we  have  foind.'      *      ^^ 
H..„    i    r°^   Gretchen  answered  promptlv  • 
^tl^l^  "^w^-t.I  «"  sure'^tK^u 

th^*iT  Sf*'  •'  "^  ^  '»'  he  was  one  of 
„V^uf  "  ''''°  *""P'y  'oatte  the  imoutation 

a  rasp  m  his  voice  as  he  repUed,  '  Oh  I  know 

«-™  ?f  T  h  "*  ?"  «^  *°  Wen^fde'  somehow, 
even  If  I  have  to  pay  a  couple  of  men  to  hau 

about  this  ore,  I'll  go  and  register  in  your 
mother's  name;  then  she  wiU*bt  all  XhT 
whoever  may  happen.'  ^^ 

But  seeing  that  you  made  the  discovery 
could  you  not  register  in  your  own  ^7i 
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I  mean  the  silver  is  yours  even  thcugh  it  is  on 
our  land,  seeing  that  you  found  it,  she  said 
nervously.  ' 

*  Do  you  think  me  such  an  unutterable  cad  ? 
he  asked,  so  fiercely  that  Gretchen  shrank 
away  from  him  in  affright.  But  he  went  on  in  a 
gentler  tone,  *  Here  I  have  been  living  for 
weeks  and  weeks  on  the  generosity  of  you  all, 
giving  you  no  end  of  trouble  and  anxiety, 
having  the  best  you  had  to  give,  while  you  all 
went  short  that  I  might  have  luxuries,  and 
now  when  I*m  at  last  on  my  feet  again,  you 
think  that  I  would  take  a  rascally  advantage 
like  this,  of  snatching  from  you  what  is  yours  hy 
right.* 

*No,  no,  I  never  thought  such  a  thing  I 
burst  out  Gretchen  impetuousljr.    *  I  only  re- 
minded you  that  you  could  do  it  if  you  fiked 
which  is  a  very  different  thing.' 

*  Well,  I  do  not  like,  so  that  is  settled  onc< 
and  for  all.  Now  are  you  going  to  be  able  t< 
keep  this  a  secret  for  a  day  or  two,  or  will  i 
bother  you  too  much  ?  * 

*  Oh,  I  shall  not  say  anything  about  it 
simply  because  I  do  not  mean  to  bdieve  that  i 
is  sSver,'  she  said,  with  an  aur  of  deep  disgust 
*  If  I  once  gave  way  and  allowed  myself  t( 
believe  it,  I  should  go  fairly  wild  with  delight 
so  the  best  thing  is  to  give  no  credence  to  it. 

*  Just  so,*  he  said  with  a  lau^h ;  *  and  noTi 
with  your  permission,  we  will  just  arrange 
few  packing  cases  down  here,  with  canne 
fruits  and  that  sort  of  thing,  just  to  give  a  goo 
and  sufficioit  reason  for  Imving  a  hole  in  thi 
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cover  it 
may  attract  as  little 


over  mth  boards 
notice  as  pos- 


place,  and  we  will 
so  that  it 
8ible.» 

the^ffi"  ?WW  r.^r^'^ce,  then  climbed 
floor  levd'oncr^e"'"'  *°  '''  "P  *^  *^« 
in  ^«^  ""^  half-an-hour  of  very  hard  work 
mlowenng  cases  and  tins  into  the  1^)^80 

Jhe  nrvfnr''  ^*  ?'*^  "^^^^  ^  hidden  from 
!?®|PfyV»8„?yes  of  anyone  who  might  chance 
to  be  strolhng  about  the  store.    Ken  thev 

^  kJn^Z  ^^T^  \  ^^y^^  o*  misceUane- 
ITa  ^""^^r*  .^f ^  ^  buckets,  washing  travs 
w^d  ot^er  hght  but  cumbersome  goo^f  wS 

oJ^^'^eZrJ^^^T,  n'Lf ^oTacHo* 

cTSft'h^l  ^.'^  1*^'  ^"*  instep  went'do^ 
creek  m  the  sledge  of  a  man  who  had  business^ 

inH  T"^:,!^"*  '''  ^^*y  i*  ^as  no  whTt  bifi^r 
wid  hardly  more  important,  than  Orsa{f*^S 
though  It  had  a  banJ^  and  aii  office  fofdahn 
lustration  and  other  business  ^e^edliS^ 
the  taking  up  and  the  using  of  the  land  ^Ih 
other  matters  pertaining  tS  propert^  '  ^*^ 

Ihe  bank  was  a  wooden  shack  ^th  a  shinrie 
t^;:?'v  ""^r^P^^^^  premises;  but  Ant  S 
turned  his  steps  towards  it  m  great  satiX^ 
ti<m  because  there  was  a  bank  atlu. 

ttis  first  business  was  to  open  an  account 
with  a  very  substantial  depQt,   which   Ws 
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aunts,  the  Blisses  Hillycr,  had  remitted  to  him 
from  England  in  token  of  their  forjpveness ; 
and  whUe  the  manager  was  stiU  smilmg  over 
this  addition  to  the  bank's  customers,  Anthony 
laid  a  great  lump  of  ore  before  him,  and  asked 
quietly,  •  What  is  it  ?  '     , 

The  manager  looked  at  it,  took  it  up  in  his 
hands,  «auSned  it  carefully,  then  laid  it  on 
the  counter  again.    *  Silver  without  a  doubt, 

he  said  concisely.  .  ^     *   ^     ^a 

*  Good;  then  m  go  and  register,'  returned 

'  Sayf  where  did  you  locate  it  T '  asked  the 

°^  Rit  Anthony  only  shook  his  head,  refusing 
to  be  drawn;  and  making  his  way  next  to  th« 
registration  office,  he  made  Mrs.  Scartnj 
dSm  secure,  to  mine  for  silver  on  the  property 
of  her  husband,  Jacob  Scarth. 

Then  staying  only  to  buy  the  best  team  o 

doss  to  be  had  for  money  m  the  town,  an( 

hinng  a  driver  to  take  care  of  them,  becaus< 

he  did  not  consider  himself  capable  of  manag 

ing  the  big  brutes,  he  set,  off  back  to  Orsav  a 

fast  as  his  new  property  would  travel,  whici 

was  very  fast  indeed.    He  and  the  dnv**^  wer 

packed  into  a  gaily  painted  sledge,  wi      tw 

pairs  o?  new  snow-shoes  stickmc  out  *     tn 

rear.    They  stopped  at  the  abode  of  Rolan 

Heme,  who  consented  to  take  m  both  dnv< 

and  dogs  as  lodgers  for  the  time  being,  and  the 

Anthony  walked  up  the  hill  with  such  an  elj 

tion  in  his  tread  as  he  had  not  known  for  mar 

a  long  and  weary  month. 


Mi 
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If  Olive  did  not  come  back  in  the  course  of  a 
day  or  two.  he  meant  to  go  after  her.  and  it 

Z^^J^A  w  '  P^^'P^  **•  ^'^  *^"8*»*  «»«  dogs. 
Roland  Heme  was  getting  better  fast,  and 
could  be  tajwt^  to  give  Some  sort  of  prc2 
tection  to  Mrs.  Scarth  and  the  children.     ^ 

Anythu^  can  be  done  for  money— or  al- 
most anything.'  he  said  a  little  grimly;  but  the 
^mness  was  all  because  of  the  things  which 
Olive  had  had  to  do  and  to  suffer  through  lack 
of  money  to  make  her  way  easier. 
h.  .^^A  *^*"l  ?^J  }f  an  end  to  aU  that  now.' 
chmbed  the  hill.    He  was  ea^er  as  a  school- 

^^M^.^  ^JllPT"'  "*^  heTTctured  the  look 
on  Mrs.  Scwth's  face,  the  light  in  Gretchen's 
eyes,  and  the  uproanous  happiness  of  Bluey 

?he  s^lTer^fiTd!'^  *^'^  ^^^  '^*  «^*  ^'^'  °' 
Of  course  the  vein  might  not  be  a  big  one. 
but  m  any  case  the  Scartfis  would  be  better  off 
and  probably  Oraay  would  boom  agam.  so  that 
they  would  be  able  to  sell  their  la^d  at  almost 
any  pnce  they  hked  to  ask  for  it. 

So  absorbed  was  he  in  all  these  pleasant 
thoughts,  that  he  was  close  to  the  house  before 
he  noticed  a  sledge  and  a  dog  team  in  the  open 
space  just  beyond.  *«v  v|ic** 

It  was  the  canoe  on  runners,  so  dive  had 
come,  and  the  ejaculation  of  rapture  which 
rose  to  his  lips  ended  m  what  sounded  like  a  sob. 
uy^^^'A''^  u^.^  ^y^  ^  ^^e  snow  as  if 
look  at  them ;  instead  he  biu-st  in  at  the  door  of 
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sorrow,  and  not  joy,  which  was  the  result  oi  ine 

^'^"iSrSSSf  Scarth  is  dead  I  •  he  «ud  to  him- 
.clf  .^iH  shSpintake  ofhis  breath,  and  a 
^  of  pity  at  £i8  heart  because  of  the  gnel 

the  family  would  fed.  #^^*iiATnokmff- 

He  heard  a  sound  of  waihng  from  ^^c  ro<*inff 

chS?  in  which  Mrs.  Scarth.  was  crouched^  w^e 

Grctchen  hung  over  her  m  limp  and  helpless 

distress.    But  Olive  was  not  ^"W^r         ,  ^j^^ 

Jerry,  the  Indian,  stood  m  «^e  .^S.^'^m  An- 

floor  statuesque  and  solemn,  and  to  him  An- 

JhonV  S?  for  the  explanation,  which  he 

could  not  ask  from  J^e  others.  , 

*  What  is  it  ?    And  where  is  Miss  OUve  T 

^^S'ohVe,  not  here,  ugh,  ugh  I'  gruntec 

^'Wni  i^^th^to  his  disgust  wj^  ^e^« 
by  a  sudden  weakness  f^JJfl^  J^^Jti^'lf  ^^ 
reel,  while  a  horror  of  black  darkness  con 

fronted  him. 


CHAPTER  THE  TWENTY-FOURTH 
Henceforth  and  Forever 

Sharp,  horrible  pain,  which  seemed  to  at- 
tack her  from  all  points  at  once,  brought  Olive 
back  to  her  senses  again;  then  she  became 
conscious  of  strong,  acrid  smoke,  filling  her 
throat  and  her  eyes,  she  saw  dimly  a  great 
fire  lewinff  and  blazing,  while  dusky  forms 
hovered  about  her,  pinching,  punchuiff  and 
nibbing.  * 

At  first  she  wondered  what  they  were  doing, 
and  was  minded  to  cry  out  against  the  intoler- 
able pain  of  it  all,  only  she  felt  too  weak  and 
tired  for  even  such  a  little  effort,  and  was  drift- 
ing down,  down  into  insensibility  again,  when 
a  voice  somewhere  near  asked  anxiously. 
Isn't  she  begimiing  to  show  signs  of  life  yet  ?  * 

Her  father's  voice!  It  was,  it  must  be  I 
Ohve  struggled  to  regain  possession  of  her 
faculties,  fought,  struggled,  as  surely  she  had 
never  fought  or  struggled  before.  There  was 
a  sobbing  crv  of  gladness  from  someone,  it 
sounded  like  Mrs.  TaU  Pine,  and  then  the  paia 
assailed  Olive  again  more  fiercely  than  before, 

*  Oh,  stop,  stop,  you  hurt  me  so  ! '  she  tried 
to  shout,  but  was  horrified  to  find  her  voice 
oiUy  a  feeble  whisper. 

Then  her  head  was  lifted  up,  something  hot. 
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itrong  and  incredibly  nasty  was  poured  down 
her  throat,  she  was  half-choked,  and  had  to 
fight  for  her  breath  as  a  few  moments  before  she 
had  fought  for  her  senses.  But  she  was  getting 
better,  and  when  she  tried  to  shout  again,  it  was 
a  real  voice  and  not  a  whisper  which  sounded 
to  her  ears.  *  Stop,  stop,  you  hurt  me  so  l* 
•he  cried  out ;  then  another  voice  exclaimed  : 

*  Olive,  Olive  I    My  brave,  darling  child  I ' 

*  Father,  where  are  you  ?  *  she  sobbed,  and  a 
gush  of  tears  cleared  her  eyes,  and  strengthened 
her  mental  vision ;  she  even  tried  to  struggle  to  a 
sitting  posture,  pushing  away  the  two  or  three 
dudcy  women  who,  with  Mrs.  Tall  Pine  to  urge 
them  on,  were  scouring  her  hands  and  face  with 
«now.  *  Father.  Father,  where  are  you?' 
she  cried  again ;  and  then  they  lifted  her  up, 
carrying  her  round  what  seemed  an  anj^le  in  the 
wail,  and  putting  her  gently  down  beside  an 
emaciated  figure,  wrapped  in  a  rug,  and  lying 
on  a  bed  of  spruce  boughs. 

Was  this  her  father?  This  man  with 
ghastly  white  face,  and  long  imkempt  beard  ? 

*  Olive,  Olive  !  *  he  murmured ;  and  then 
she  knew  him,  stretching  out  her  tortured 
hands  to  touch  his  face  with  her  fingers. 

*  Father,  my  dearest  father,  what  have  they 
done  to  you  ? '  she  cried,  kissing  his  thin 
white  hands,  because  she  could  not  reach  his 

*  They  have  been  very  good  to  me,  chud, 
or  I  must  have  died  long  ago,'  he  said  so  feebly 
that  she  remembered  all  at  once  that  he  was 
ill,  and  must  not  over-exert  himself. 
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'Don't  talk  now.  dear,  or  you  wiU  ovt  «  .« 

■he  rubbed  her  aching  hancfi  together,  and 
teed  to  qmckcn  her  circulation.  If  only  she 
oou^d  get  nd  of  that  horrible  numbness^  and 
twtunng  pain,  she  would  be  able  to  get  up  and 
look  after  her  father,  who  appeared  to  be^yintf 
ma  woeful  sUte  of  dirt  ancfSeglcct.  ^^ 
Her  strength  was  aming  back  to  her:  very 
•00a  she  would  be  ah  ri  Tht  again  She  did 
not  undersUnd  how  they  ha.Ua  into  this 
place  at  all.  which  seemed  too  biff  for  an 
igloe.  and  was  more  like  a  LI-  cue.  But  she 
had  heard  one  of  the  dogs  bark,  she  had  seen 
Jerry  pass  on  the  other  side  of  the  lire,  and  so 

from  the  fury  of  the  bUzzard  which  had  over- 
taken  them  on  the  way. 

In  spite  of  her  determination  to  be  up  and 
doing  with  as  httle  delay  as  possible,  she  was 
io  warm  and  comfortable  in  the  skins  which 
the  Indian  women  had  wrapped  round  her, 

^nl^l  J^ief  "^  ^'^^  '''  ^-  ™-y  ^^^  ^- 
When  she  awoke  the  fire  was  stiU  buminff 

but  no  one  was  visible  moving  about,  so  she 

jTupposed  that  it  was  night,  and  she  put  out  he? 

hand  to  grope  for  her  father. 
His  skm  was  dry,  and  burning  with  fever: 

inl^j  *"T  *°^'  ^'^^  *^^^^"«'  talking,  talk- 
f^»L  r  ? °*^^^.^?d  the  others.  He  seemed 
to  be  bandying  jokes  with  Dora,  to  be  en- 
couraging Gretchen,  and  then  he  would  sudden 


ly  break  off  to  tell 


a  fairy  storjr  to  Bluey  and 
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Benny,  which  brought  tears  to  Olive's  eyes 
as  she  listened. 

She  was  realizing  what  effects  the  weeks  and 
months  of  solitude  must  have  had  ui>on  him, 
and  more  and  more  she  was  wondering  why 
he  had  not  made  an  effort  to  come  home  be- 
f  OTC ;  why  he  had  let  that  man  Jules  Webling 
take  the  canoe  and  start  back  for  civilization, 
without  any  letter  for  the  anxious  wife  and 
family  waiting  at  home. 

Struggling  to  her  knees,  she  crawled  closer 
to  him,  thankful  to  find  that  although  she  was 
stiff  and  sore  from  4iead  to  foot  there  was 
nothing  else  the  matter  with  her. 

Gently  and  tenderly  she  talked  to  him,  until 
presently  his  raving  and  moaning  ceased ;  and 
then  after  lying  for  a  few  mordents  in  silence, 
he  asked  in  a  bewildered  tone,  Are  you  reallv 
here,  Olive  ?    Or  is  it  a  dream  like  the  rest  ? 

*  I  am  really  here,  dear  father,  and  I  have 
come  to  take  you  home,'  she  said,  stroking  his 
face  while  she  talked  to  him,  so  that  he  might 
understand  that  she  was  real  flesh  and  blood 
and  not  merely  a  creature  of  his  dreams. 

'  I  should  not  live  to  reach  home,  for  I  have 
been  ill  for  months,'  he  said  weakly.  *  I  had  a 
fall  that  day,  after  poor  Webling  started  off  on 
that  fishing  trip  from  which  he  never  came 
back,  and  I've  never  been  fit  for  much  since. 
Indeed  I  must  have  died  long  ago,  only  when 
the  Indians  came  at  the  beginning  of  the  cold 
weather  they  niursed  me  up  a  little,  and  I  tned 
my  best  to  get  well.*  , 

*  You  will  get  better  quickly  now,  never  fear. 
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■he  interposed  in  a  cheery  fashion,  under- 
standing how  hopeless  his  mood  was,  and 
guessing  that  this  was  a  ver  Important  factor 
m  his  inability  to  get  well.  She  began  to  talk 
to  him  about  home,  and  her  mother;  she  even 
made  him  laugh  by  teUing  him  some  of  the 
funny  experiences  which  had  come  to  Gret- 
chen  and  herself  since  they  had  started  keepinir 
store.  * 

By  the  time  she  had  talked  him  into  a  re- 
freshing sleep,  the  Indians  were  beginning  to 
stir  again,  and  then  Olive  found  that  she  was 
furiously  hungry. 

Routing  up  Jerry,  who  was  sleeping  by  a  fire 
in  another  cave  which  opened  out  of  the  one 
in  which  her  father  was  lying,  she  asked  about 
the  canoe,  and  found  to  her  delight  that  it 
had  been  brought  into  the  caves  with  the  dogs 
on  the  previous  evening.  Indeed  Jerry  told 
her  that  the  place  where  she  fell  was  down  the 
steep  incline  leading  to  the  entrance  of  the 
cave,  but  the  reason  that  she  so  neai-ly  suc- 
cumbed to  the  cold  was  because  just  at  first  they 
did  not  know  that  she  had  fallen,  and  then 
they  had  to  hunt  for  her  in  the  white  smother, 
and  it  was  nearly  an  hour  before  they  found  her. 

Olive  had  condensed  milk  among  the  in- 
valid comforts  packed  into  the  lading  of  the 
canoe,  and  it  was  a  cup  of  real  bread  and  milk 
which  she  roused  her  father  to  take  when  she 
had  satisfied  her  own  hunger. 

He  was  not  quite  so  hopeless  wh«i  he  had 
eaten  it,  but  he  stiil  insisted  that  he  should  die 
on  the  homeward  journey ;  and  judging  from 
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ber  own  experiences  on  the  way,  Olive  dared 
not  ri^  making  the  attempt  to  move  him  untal 
■he  had  nursed  him  into  a  little  more  strength. 
One  d^  she  waited  to  see  how  he  was ;  then 
being  friiitened  by  his  extreme  probation, 
she  wrote  a  k)ng  letter  to  her  mother,  teUiM  her 
the  exact  state  dt  the  case,  and  saymg  th^  it 
would  be  necessary  to  wsat  two,  perhaps  three 
weeks,  before  starting  on  the  homeward  journey . 
But  she  could  not  keep  tiie  dogs  with  hCT  lor 
so  long  as  there  would  be  no  provision  for  them, 
so  she  was  going  to  send  Jerry  back  with  them, 
and  she  begged  that  they  might  be  sent  agam 
ki  two  weeks.  ,       .,  , 

The  thought  of  the  expense  was  a  dreadful 
worry  to  her.  But  it  must  be  met  somehow, 
even  if  Dora  had  to  be  asked  to  help  make  it 
up  from  her  salary  at  Redway  Falls. 

For  two  days  it  snowed  so  badly,  that  Jefty 
could  not  start.  Then  came  a  change  ^ 
weather,  the  sun  shone  for  a  brief  hour  m  the 
Aort  wmter  day,  and  the  nights  were  bnUiant 
beyond  description. 

Jerry  set  off  then,  and  OUve  settled  down  to 
her  waiting,  fighting  hard  against  the  host  of 
worries  which  oppressed  her,  and  nursing  her 
father  with  a  zest  and  carefulness  which  made 
him  begin  to  get  better  in  spite  of  himself. 

One  thing  surprised  her  very  much,  and 
that  was  that  he  said  nothing  about  the  gold. 
She  would  not  mention  the  subject  to  him  at 
first.  1  the  day  after  Jerry  went  away  it 
dropped  out  inadvertently. 
Se  and  Mrs.  Tall  Pine  had  been  very  busy 
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all  that  morning,  making  a  fresh  bed  for  the 
invalid,  and  establishing  him  in  more  com- 
fortable quarters.  A  series  of  caves  nmnii^ 
in  under  the  hills  made  a  fairly  warm  habita- 
tion, and  there  were  about  twenty  Indians 
wintering  there,  because  the  place  was  more 
convenient  than  any  igloe  and  quite  as  warm. 
The  entrances  were  nearly  blocked  with  snow, 
only  a  very  small  aperture  being  left  for  egress 
and  ingress.  Olive  and  her  father  were  lo- 
cated at  one  end  of  the  series,  and  as  they  had  a 
fire  to  themselves,  they  were  fairly  removed 
from  their  neighbours.  Mrs.  Tall  Pine  spent 
most  of  her  time  witli  them,  only  paying  visits 
to  her  clan  when  they  gathned  round  the 
fupper  fire,  to  spin  endless  yarns  about  no- 
thmg  in  particiw-. 

Olive  had  betii  telling  her  father  about  the 
canoe  coming  down  the  creek  to  the  Point,  and 
the  bewilderment  which  had  come  to  her  to 
find  so  many  things  her  father  would  never 
think  of  using  in  the  lading ;  and  then  she  de- 
scribed how  the  men  had  come  to  look  at  the 
gold,  while  the  man  fiom  Alaska  pronounced 
it  to  be  '  false  hope,'  and  nothing  more. 

A  deep  sigh  came  from  Mr.  Scarth,  and  he 
said  quickly,  '  Ah,  I  was  right  then.  I  have 
had  my  doubts  about  it  being  real  gold,  be- 
cause there  was  so  much  of  it,  and  it  seemed 
to  go  in  veins  among  the  earth  instead  of  ly- 
ing in  nuggets.  I  said  the  same  to  Webling, 
but  he  held  to  it  that  it  must  be  gold.' 

*  Where  did  you  meet  with  that  man,  Jules 
Webling,  father  ?  '  asked  Olive. 
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•  He  w«»  here  whoa  I  canae,  child,  and  seemed 
dkeosed  to  resent  my  arrival.  But  I  gueswd 
he  was  the  man  whp  had  stokn  the  letter,  end  I 
taxed  him  with  it,  then  he  owned  up.  It  seemed 
he  lounged  into  the  water  and  swam  to  the 
school-house,  when  he  found  the  water  had 
reached  it,  hoping  to  save  you,  but  you  had 
be«i  got  out  by  that  time.  Then  he  pulled 
open  the  desk  to  see  if  that  were  worth  saving, 
and  the  letter  was  there ;  he  took  it,  read  it,  and 
then  acted  upoa  it.  He  told  me  that  his  only 
excuse  was  that  he  cared  for  you.* 

Ohve  littered  an  exclamation  of  impatience, 
then  burst  out :  *  FathCT,  why  did  you  let  that 
num  have  your  canoe  to  come  home  in,  yet 
never  send  a  letter  to  tell  us  how  you  wpe 
or  what  you  were  doing  ?  '  Ohve  asked,  with 
unconscious  reproach  in  her  tone. 

*  He  didn't  have  it  to  come  home  in,*  Mx, 
Scarth  explained.  *  We  used  to  take  it  in 
turn  to  go  fishing  and  shooting  in  the  swamps 
which  Ue  out  beyond,  for  in  summer  they  simply 
«warm  with  water-fowl,  while  very  good  fish 
indeed  ii  to  be  had  from  some  of  the  deeper 
pools  and  creeks.  Then  one  day  he  went  out 
and  he  di^'t  come  back,  so  I  could  only  be- 
heve  that  disaster  had  come  to  him.  But 
I  could  not  go  to  search  because,  of  course.  I 
had  no  canoe.  He  had  borrowed  my  watch 
too,  because  his  own  was  broken,  and  I  had 
let  him  have  my  conmass,  because  he  was 
such  a  duffer  at  findii^  his  way  back  when  he 
went  off  foraging.' 

- 1  am  afraid  that  he  was  w<»s€  than  a  duf- 
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fer:  he  must  have  been  a  traitor,  and  deliber- 
atdy  went  away,  leaving  you  to  your  fate  in 
the  wilderness,'  Olive  said  sternly. 

*  It  looks  like  it,  certainly,  but  why  trouble 
about  him  ? '  asked  Mr.  Scarth.  *  He  is  be- 
yond the  reach  of  humim  judgment,  and  if  he 
was  a  traitor,  his  treachery  returned  upon  his 
own  head,  seeing  that  he  lost  his  life  whUe  mine 
has  been  most  wonderfully  preserved ;  and  do 
you  know,  I  really  begin  to  believe  that  I  shall 
get  better.' 

*  Of  comrse  you  are  going  to  get  better,  and 
when  you  go  home  you  can  spend  a  long  con- 
valescence in  writing  a  series  of  articles  on  your 
experiences  gold-hunting  in  the  wilderness, 
while  Gretchen  and  I  rake  in  the  dollars  at  store- 
keeping,'  Olive  replied,  with  determined  cheer- 
fulness, resolutely  banishing  her  worries  to  the 
background. 

She  had  need  of  all  her  courage  in  the  dr^ury 
days  which  followed.  The  darkness  of  the 
caves  got  upon  her  nerves  and  she  felt  as  if  she 
would  die  from  want  of  fresh  air ;  but  if  she 
only  ventured  out  for  an  hour  of  snow-«huein|^ 
to  help  bring  in  firewood  from  the  forests 
stretching  away  to  the  north,  her  father  fretted 
so  at  her  alienee  that  she  felt  miso^ble  at 
leaving  him. 

Still  it  was  necessary  to  keep  herself  in 
practice  at  snow-shoeing,  in  view  of  the  iMtne- 
ward  journey,  and  se  ^e  went  out  ^hIv, 
unless  the  weather  was  very  bad  indeed. 

*  Only  six  days  mca%,  amd  then  "mc  may  look 
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as  they  whiled  away  one  of  the  long  dreary 
eveninffs,  sitting  talking  by  their  fire,  while 
from  8ie  farther  caves  came  intermittently 
the  sound  of  the  Indians  talking  around  the 
supper  fires. 

*  Only  six  days  more,' the  invalid  said,  with  a 
long  breath  which  was  betwixt  a  sigh  and  a  sob ; 
ana  he  was  opening  his  lips  to  speak  again, 
when  there  arose  a  mighty  commotion  in  the 
outer  caves,  the  shrill  voices  of  the  scj^uaws, 
the  deeper  eutturals  of  the  men,  crying  of 
frightened  children,  and  a  wild  barking  of  dogs. 

But  as  the  Indians  often  had  these  outbursts 
of  noise  about  next  to  nothing  at  all,  (Mive 
took  no  notice  of  it^  and  remarked  to  her  father 
how  funny  it  was  that  they  were  never  troubled 
with  smoke,  although  there  was  no  visible 
egress  for  it. 

'  Oh,  there  are  chinks  in  the  roof,  and  it 
ebca  es  in  that  way,'  replied  her  father. 

Miss  Scarth,  where  are  you  ?  '  a  man's  voice 
rang  through  the  uproar,  and  Olive  sprang  to 
her  feet  with  a  cry  of  gladness,  for  it  was 
Anthony  Rawson  who  called.  A  moment 
later  he  came  striding  through  the  gloom  of  the 
caves  to  their  fire,  and  she  moved  towards  him 
as  if  she  were  in  a  dream. 

*  How  did  you  get  here  ?  Did  you  snow- 
shoe  back  with  Jerry  ?  '  she  asked,  letting  him 
take  both  her  hands  in  his,  and  quite  for- 
getting to  be  self-conscious  in  her  joy  at  seeing 
him  again. 

*  I'm  afraid  I  was  lazy  and  rode  most  of  the 
way,  but  I  am  going  to  suow-shoe  back  again. 
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so  that  you  may  ride.  I  Ve  got  a  team  of  dogs 
and  a  sledge  of  my  own  now,  you  see,'  he 
explained ;  and  then  he  shook  hands  with  Mr. 
Scarth,  and  said  that  the  journey  was  nothing 
when  one  got  used  to  it. 

Olive  looked  at  him  in  surprise.  He  had 
entirely  dropped  the  invalid  air,  and  was  look- 
ing so  bnght  and  alert  that  she  had  to  form  a 
fresh  mental  picture  of  him. 

The  dogs  would  not  be  fit  to  travel  by  the 
next  day,  he  told  her,  but  by  the  day  after 
™*  they  might  hope  to  take  the  trail,  pro- 
vided the  weather  was  such  as  to  make  tra- 
velling possible. 

'  Your  mother  says  that  we  must  take  the 
risk  of  your  father  suffering  from  the  journey, 
for  she  is  quite  sure  that  he  will  not  get  better 
cooped  up  in  a  cave.  And  if  we  don't  bring  him 
this  time,  she  will  come  herself  in  spite  of 
everything,'  Anthony  Rawson  said,  as  he  sur- 
veyed Ohve,  and  thought  how  the  journey 
and  the  anxiety  had  worn  her. 

*  Poor  mother,  life  has  been  so  hard  for  her, 
bat  she  has  been  brave  about  it  I '  Olive  mur- 
mured. 

Someone  else  has  found  life  hard  and  has 
bwne  herself  bravely,'  said  Anthony,  with  an 
inflection  in  his  tone  which  set  her  pulses 
fluttering  and  rushed  a  tide  of  blushes  over  her 
face,  right  up  to  the  roots  of  her  hair. 

She  hurried  to  get  supper  for  him  and  his 
dog-dnver,  who,  being  a  white  man,  could  not 
be  left  to  feed  with  the  Indians ;  but  when  the 
meal  was  over,  the  man  went  oU  to  arrange  quar- 
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ters  for  the  night,  leaving  Anthony  sittmg  by 
the  are  with  Mr.  Scarth  and  Ohve. 

*  I  fancy  you  are  going  to  be  a  nch  mMj 
after  all,  sir,*  said  Anthony,  leaning  forward 
and  speaking  in  a  gentle  deferential  tone  to  the 

invalid.  ,    ,  „.  .  ...  j 

*  I  think  not.  The  probabilities  are  that  1 
shall  be  a  very  poor  one.*  Mr.  Scarth  sturred  a 
little  uneasily  as  he  spoke,  and  OUvc,  agwnst 
whose  shoulder  he  was  leaning,  felt  him 
shudder  convulsively,  which  made  her  flash 
a  reproachful  look  at  Anthony. 

» You  are  thinking  of  this  gold  that  has  cost 
vou  so  much  to  find,  and  is  proving  to  be  only 
^«  false  hope  **  after  aU,*  said  the  young  man ; 
•  but  1  have  got  some  news  for  you  which  is 
downright  surprising.  We  have  struck  a  vein 
of  silver  under  your  bam  at  Orsay,  and  ai- 
thouirhof  course  it  is  raipossible  at  this  stage  to 
estimate  its  value,  I  think  it  is  safe  to  say  that 
there  is  no  need  for  you  to  be  poor  agam  for 
the  remainder  of  your  life.* 

*  It  is  like  the  irony  <rf  fate  1  *  exclaimed  Wt. 
Scarth,  gripping  one  of  Olive's  bands  so  tightly 
that  it  fairly  hurt  her,  while  he  gazed  at 
Anthony  as  if  even  now  he  could  not  beheye 
the  ffood  news  true.  *  To  think  that  I  should 
have  come  so  far  and  toiled  so  long  m  vain, 
while  aU  the  time  there  was  wealth  waiting  for 
me  under  my  very  feet.  I  might  have  stayed 
at  home  and  spared  myself  and  my  fanuly  all 
the  trouble  and  sorrow  that  have  cp^e  to  us. 

*  In  that  case  we  should  have  sold  the  land 
at  the  time  c^  the  copper  boom,  and  there 
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would  hATe  been  an  end  of  it,'  said  Oliver 
•  Don't  you  think,  dear  father,  it  is  just  a  won- 
derful instance  of  how  our  blackest  disaster! 
may  turn  into  blessings  in  disguise  ?  * 

* "  It  is  the  Lord's  doing,  and  it  is  mar* 
vellous  in  our  eyes,"  *  quoted  Mr.  Scarth  rever- 
ently ;  and  then  he  asked  Olive  to  help  him 
to  his  bed  place,  because  he  wanted  to  be  alone. 

They  both  assisted  him,  for  he  was  still  so 
weak  tiiat  it  was  a  matter  of  difficulty  to  walk 
those  few  steps ;  and  when  he  was  warmly 
covered,  they  came  back  to  the  fire. 

A  self-consciousness  crept  over  Olive  then, 
and  she  rushed  into  talk  about  anything  and 
everything,  just  to  stave  off  the  silences  that 
would  come  m  spite  of  her  efforts,  for  Anthony 
seemed  disinclined  for  anything,  except  to  sit 
staring  at  her,  which  was  distinctly  embarrass- 
ing to  her  in  her  present  mood. 

*  I  have  some  more  news  for  you ;  would  you 
like  to  hear  it  ?  '  he  asked  abruptly. 

*  Of  course,  if  it  is  good,  not  unless,  for  we 
must  not  spoil  the  flavour  of  to-night,'  she  said 
with  attempted  lightness. 

*  My  two  good  aunts  have  taken  me  back 
into  their  affections  again.  They  have  re-made 
the  wills  which  they  destroyed  when  I  threw 
up  everything  to  search  for  Cyril,  and  so  my 
future  is  settled  for  me,'  he  said  quietly. 

Olive  winced,  and  turned  pale.  It  was  not 
good  news  he  was  giving  her,  but  bad,  because 
of  course  he  would  go  to  England  now,  and 
they  would  not  see  him  .:gain. 

*  I  am  very  glad  for  you,'  she  said,  but  her 
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▼doe  sounded  cold  and  fonnal,  while  to  her 
eonfuiion  the  could  not  help  it  shaking;  *  and 
I  hope  you  will  be  very  happy.' 

*  Thank  you,  but  my  happiness  will  depend 
upon  you,*^he  said,  so  tjuietly  that,  by  no 
means  understanding  the  import  of  his  words, 
she  ask^  in  a  surprised  tone — 

'  What  have  I  to  do  with  it  T  * 

He  laughed  then,  and  taking  her  hand,  held 

it  fast.  ^I  can't  be  happy  unless  I  can  have 

you  for  myself,  henceforth  and  for  ever.    Will 

you  say  yes,  Olive  ?  * 

But  for  a  good  long  time  she  said  nothing  at 

all,  and  when  at  last  she  did  speak,  her  words 

sounded  irrelevant. 

*  I  don't  see  how  I  can  r  >  to  England^  and 
leave  them  all  to  manaoe  for  themselves.' 

*  That  is  just  what  I  thought,'  he  said  cheer- 
fully, edging  a  little  nearer  to  her.  *  So  as  the 
aunts  are  maJking  it  possible  for  me  to  start  a 
business  career  for  myself  on  this  side  of  the 
world,  it  struck  me  that  I  could  not  do  better 
than  ask  your  father  to  take  me  as  a  partner  in 
this  silver  venture  of  his.' 

*  Oh,  what  a  relief ;  do  you  really  mean  it  ? 
she  asked. 

*  If  you  mean  it,'  he  answered ;  then  silence 

dropped  between  them  again. 

^^  *  «  »  ♦  ♦ 

The  homeward  journey  was  managed  suc- 
cessfully. The  weather  fortunately  kept  fine, 
and  the  halts  were  only  long  enough  to  rest  the 

dogs. 

Everyone  in  Orsay  turned  up  to  give  Mr. 
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^  sUvtt  find  leaked  out,  the  place  boomed 
•gam.  BimntsB  gnw  active,  and  Ezra  Ptatt 
«jme  over  from  firem«de  tJinqui^tf  oSS 

m«  ;#  '       ^*  she  answered.    •  I  was  wonder- 

lUlj''''  "^u"^^  ^"^  '*  '^^rth  while,  and 
•omethmg  wiU  have  to  be  done  with  it  quickly, 
because  tic  b^  must  be  cleared  at  the  end 

mi^V^u'u  ?2*  ^*^»*  ^  you  do  for  pre- 
^seaj  Shall  I  have  to  bundle  Roland  H^e 
out  of  your  old  house  ?  *  **«"« 

'  Not  much  I »  he  ejaculated,  with  a  nasal 
*awl  worthy  of  a  fuUy-fledged  Yankee.    '  {g^, 

^1  ^r^t  *^**  *'  y^"  ^^  ^^ng  to  hand 
over  the  business   she'd  like  me  tS  buy  X 

Roland  IS  welcome  to  the  shack  as  long  a^  he 
pajrs  rent  for  it.*  5  «»  «« 

Kof f  V^r^^  ^H*  ^^?  ^"^*^-     *  We  should  aU 

itL^  ^'7u''  ^""^^^  J"^*  *^«'«»  b"t  a  store 
IS  cmite  a  different  matter.' 

^.iL^^y^  .^^*l^  *^®  '^^^s  a^ut  Jeff  ? »  Ezra 
asked,  turning  back  after  he  had  taken  leave. 

^aJl''^*  u*  -^.^IPP?  ^"^  .^^  '^^t  broken  out 
again  ?  'she  cried,  in  quick  distress. 

Ezra  shook  his  head.  *  No  more  fear  of  that . 
he  took  small-pox  and  died  last  week.  A 
downright  good  fellow  he  was,  barring  his  weak 

l^^     "*  i*f  '^^'■*^'"  ^^  ^^^  to  straighten 

STLiS  *  u^'""-.  ^^*  y^^»  *^«r«  was  a  deal 
of  good  m  him  down  underneath.* 
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.  What  are  you  crying  to^  O W  '  Ajth»y 
asked,  coming  along  unexpectedly  jun 
Ezra  Pratt  had  gonf-       .      ,    ^e  answered. 
.;Vr{S^Sd«-"-5e«...ornow 

he  cannot  fall  again.  ^  ^  ♦ 

Dora'came  home  a  ^w  weeks  ^t«  «d^ 

t:^X^'rZAt'l^-^  out. 

"^''l  thought  I  should  *f  »«fi,^r- le 

after  all  money  is  only  adetau. 
things^whichmatt^^^^^^      OUve,  smiling  at 

Dora's  change  of  t^^**    «  r^  not  made  that 

*  Oh,  I  <^  *«P[r,^S  bTno^^^         un- 
way.    But  I  would  rather  be  no  ^^^^^^^^ 

selfish  as  you  axe  than  have  tne     g» 
tune  in  the  world. 


THE  END. 
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